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TINY TOT’S SPEAKER. 


welcome;. 

(A concert piece.) 

P ARENTS, friends, we bid you welconai 
To our school-room dear ; 

And we join our loving voices 
Now to greet you here. 

If to-day mistakes we’re making. 

Many failures too, 

Oh! believe us, we have tried 
Our very best to do. 


WE EITTEE BOYS. 

I F older boys can make a speech, 

We little boys can, too ; 

And though we do not say so much. 
Yet we’ve a word for you. 

This world is large and full of room, 
There is a place for all ; 

The rich, the poor, the wise, the good. 
The large as well as small. 

So, give the little ones a chance. 

To show off what they know, 

And shun us not because we’re small. 
For little boys will grow. 
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THE FIRST PUSSY WILLOWS. 


A I.ITTI.E BOY’S EHCTURE. 

L adies and Gentlemen : — ^Nearly four hundred 
3"ears ago the mighty mind of Columbus, tra- 
versing unknown seas, clasped this new continent in 
its embrace. 

A few centuries later arose one here who now 
lives in all our hearts as the Father of his Country. 
An able warrior, a sagacious statesman, a noble gen- 
tleman. Yes, Christopher Columbus was great. 
George Washington was great. But here, my 
friends, in this glorious nineteenth century, is — a 
grater! [Exhibiting a bright, tin grater. The large 
kind used for horseradish can be most easily distin- 
guished by the audience.] 

Julia M. Thaye^r. 

THE FIRST PUSSY WIEEOWS. 

O H, dainty little pussies. 

With your soft velvet skins. 

How is it that 3^011 come so soon. 

Before the spring begins ? 

How could 3^our mother let you out, 

When snow and ice were all about ? 

The cold north wind is blowing. 

The air with snow is filled ; 

Oh, silky little pussies, you’ll 
Most certainly get chilled : 

Go back and wait until you hear 
The bluebirds calling ‘ ' Spring is here ! ’ 

E* F. ARMiTAaEJ. 



mamma’s little market-woman. 
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TIME ELIES. 


T here are so many birds and bugs 
That fly through summer’s day, 

But I can tell of something 
That flies more swift than they. 

You all could guess, but, seems to me, 
That no one even tries ; 

So I will tell you, listen now. 

Of course it’s Time that flies. 

Mrs. E. J. H. Goodfkllow. 


MAMMA’S LITTLE MARKET- WOMAN. 

(Little girl in hat and coat, carrying market-basket and 
pocket-book.) 


A bound of butter, a dozen of eggs, a quart of 
molasses — ^yes, that’s it; I mustn’t forget. A 
quart of butter, a dozen of molasses and a pound of 
eggs — no, a quart of eggs, a pound of molasses and 
a dozen of butter. Yes, I ‘'fink” that’s all. I 
mustn’tmake any ’stakes, ’cause mamma wants them 
all for supper, [Goes off saying, “A quart of but- 
ter, a pound of eggs,’ etc.] 


Lizzim J. Rook. 
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HEJR SOLILOQUY. 


-TRIAI^. 

(A little girl with infant doll in her lap, one in atoy b 
cradle and others seated on chairs or placed in some cor 
nous position.) 


O H, dear ! I'ra in such, trouble — 
Sophia’s sick abed, 

And Rosalind is dreadful cross 
Because she bumped her head ; 

Belle’s torn her nice new apron, 

The naughty, careless child I 
And Rob is so mischievous 
He nearly sets me wild : 

The baby, too, is teething. 

And so, of course, he cries ; 

Dear me ! It’s hard to manage 
A family of this size. 

Bkssik B. McClur]^ 


HER SOEIDOQUY. 


T DOVE my little brother : 

L He’s a cunning, rosy elf ; 

But I wish — ^somehow or other — - 
That he could rock himself ! 

B. Oppb^r. 



SEVEN DAYS IN A WEEK. 


SEVEN DAYS IN A WEEK. 

(A concert piece. ) 

All . — OEVEN little girls are we, 

O Each, one goes to school ; 
There we try to do our work, 
And mind our teacher’s rule. 


We are learning very fast, 
How to read and spell, 
Many stories do we know, 
One of which we’ll tell. 


This is one about the week. 

We are each a day ; 

Truly ones of course we’re not. 
But just so in play. 


Bessie . — I am Monday, and you see 
I can wash quite fine. 

First the clothes I rub and boil, 
Then hang them on the line. 


Alice . — I am Tuesday, the next day. 
Full of work am I, 

All the clothes I have to press. 
But I will not cry. 
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SEVEN- bays in A WEEK. 


Eva , — I am Wednesday, and must cook 
Puddings, pies and cake. 

For my hungry little flock 
Eat everything I make. 

Annie . — I am Thursday and I guess 
I must take a walk, 

Many calls I have to make 
And much I’ll have to talk. 

Clara , — Friday comes and I must try 
All the rooms to clean ; 

For we dislike to see dust 
Anywhere, I mean. 

Jennie , — Saturday is here at last, 

And I’m quite perplexed ; 

With so many things to do, 

What shall I do next ? 

Ada . — Sunday is the day of rest, 

And we’ll try to do 
Just what God would want of us, 

All the whole day through. 

All , — Now we’ve said our piece to you 
An<dwe’ll take our seat, 

Hoping at some future time, 

You again we’ll meet. 

Cora Woodward Fos^^e^r. 



bolly’s toilet. 
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BUT UITTUE FOUKS. 

I 'M but a little g’irl, you see, 

Not quite turned six years old, 

Yet many things I’ve learned to do, 

Pray, do not think me bold. 

When dear mamma is very tired, 

I wipe the dishes dry, 

Then sweep the floor and dust the chairs 
And rock the baby ‘ ‘ bye. ' ’ 

Each day at nine to school I go, 

I read and write and spell 
And sing sweet songs and learn new gems, 
And try to do all well. 

Marie; B. Kunkukr. 


BOBBY’S TOIBET. 

(A litfle girl in the act of cutting her doU’s hair ^ith 
scissors.) 

O H, dolly dear, your hair's too long, 

To wear it so is very wrong ; 

You’ll see in every fashion-plate 

It’s worn quite short, not long and straight. 

So please sit still on my knee there, 

And I will try to cut your hair ; 

Then when you’ve on your new, blue gown. 
You’ll be the finest doll in town. 
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DR. . BROWK. 


THE TOST OPPORTUNITY. 

U ncue jack came to our house the other day 
to take me to ride, but — O dear ! I couldn’t 
find my hat for so long- that Uncle Jack wouldn’t 
wait, and Mamma said I had lost — what was it? 
Something beside my hat. It was something pretty 
big. And then just afterward Aunt Nellie came, 
and I didn’t go to see her as soon as I was called, 
and she went away and did not leave me the lovely 
box of candy she had brought. Then Mamma said 
I had lost another O, what was it ? Then to- 

night when I was coming here, she said, Now you 
must be in time, or you will lose your” — O, I know 
— ‘*Op-por-tu-ni-ty.’^ Did you ever lose an op-por- 
tu-ni-ty ? 

]\Irs. E. J. H. Goodfb^i,i,ow. 


DR. BROWN. 

(A dialogue for a small girl and boy. Room arranged as 
doctor’s office — bottles, rags and scissors on table, at which 
doctor sits reading newspaper.) 


rings, ') 


Doctor , — 


A nother patient, I suppose, 
This is my office hour, 

And by the score I count them off 
Who claim my healing px)wer. > 



DE. BROWN.- 


U 


(^Enter small girl as mother ^ with dilapidated doll , ) 

Mother, —I’ve called to see you, Dr, Brown, 

I’ve heard of your great skill, 

And so I’ ve brought my darling here, , 
Who is so very ill. • 

Doctor, — ( Takes baby , ) 

Ah me I just so, ahem ! ahem ! 

She’s very ill indeed ; 

For fractured is her skull, 

Her arm, how it does bleed. 

Her face, I see, is covered o’er 
With bruises, black and blue ; 

Now madam. I’ll proceed at once 
To see what I can do. 

Mother, — Oh, doctor, do you, do you think 
My little dear will die ? 

I feel as if, — oh dear, as it 
I shall begin to cry. 

Doctor , — Now madam, calm yourself at once, 

You know I’m Doctor Brown ; 

And if I cannot cure your child 
There’s no one can in town. 

Mother, -Oh, doctor, try at once, please try 
To cure my little Nell ; 

I feel as if my heart will break 
Unless she gets quite well. 



BB. BROWN. 


n 

Doctor , — ( W7io has beat working with doll , ) 

Upon her head you see I’ve placed 
A piaster rag-a-rum ; 

Her arm I’ve sewed as neat as wax 
From elbow unto thumb. 

The bruises from her face are gone, 

I’ve used some butterine : 

And now your baby is as well 
As any ever seen. 

{Hatids babe io mother . ) 

Mother, — Oh, doctor, she’s as sweet, as sweet 
As anything can be ! 

Now, if you’ll tell me, I will pay 
Your customary fee. 

Ihdor , — Ten dollars, madam, is my price 
For curing such a case. 

Mother , — Ten dollars ! that is awful dear, 

How c^ti you hav*e the face ? 

Well, there it is ; pray hav^e no doubt 
lil tell it over town. 

Well, speed ray fame, if so you will — 
The fame of Doctor Brown. 

Mjrs. E. J. H. Goodfkixow 



fiPOWY, 
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MY TIME table. 


S IXTY seconds make a minute. 
How much good can I do in it ? 
Sixty minutes make an hour. 

All the good that’s in my power ; 
Twenty hours and four, a day. 
Time for sleep and work and play ; 
Hays, three hundred sixty-five. 
Make a year for me to strive 
Right good things each day to do. 
That I wise may grow and true. 


SPOTTY. 


A LITTLE dog I used to know, 

When I was little, long ago. 

He came if I was bad 
And sat upon my back, folks said, 

But vanished when I laughed, instead : 

It was a way he had. 

If I looked cross, began to pout, 

Or threw my toys or books about. 

If I looked sour and black. 

Aunt Jane would say, although she scniled. 
Why, I can see what ails the child. 
There’s Spc^ty on her teck,’" 



Ifi 


ghandma’s stoey and mins. 


SLEEPING MAY. 

O VER the hill where March winds sweep, 
Lies a wee baby, fast asleep ; 

In her hand is the tender green grass blade, 
And her eyes have the violet’s bluest shade ; 
Her li|^ are red as the columbine 
That ’round the gray old rocks doth twine ; 
Her cheeks are pink as the crane’s-bill sweet ; 
And anemone- white are her little feet ; 

April breezes will kiss her awake, some day, 
Then well call that baby the month of May. 

Rkb£:kah Wii,i.is 


TOO MUCH OF A GOOD THING. 

T he elephant said, “ If my trunk I could check 
I would make an excursion to upper Quebec ; 
But truly, I canned get state-room or bunk, 

So long as I’m hampered wdth such a big trunk. 


GRANDMA’S STORY AND MINE. 

M y Grandma tells lovely stories ’bout Once 
upon a time,” and she said she wanted me to 
tell her a story sometime. So when I go to see her 
I’H lake my little chair close up to her and I’ll say, 
** How, Grandma, I’ll teM you a Thesi 



AEITHMETIC. 
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Grandma will stop knitting and look over her spec- 
tacles — so. Then, of course, I'll stop to kiss her, 
because she looks so sweet. Then Grandma will 
say, “Well, go on with your story, l‘ttle May." 
Then I’ll commence again — “Well, once upon a 
time — " Why, seems to me I see Grandma laugh- 
ing now. I’ll have to kiss her again if she does. 
Then we’ll both laugh, and if she says, “ Well, fin- 
ish your story," I’ll just say, “ Once upon a time 
there was a little girl, and she had a dear, sweet, 
lovely grandma. Grandma, you’re my story." 

Mrs. E;. J. H. GooDFEniyOW. 


ARITHMETIC. 

(AlK>y sits in a chair on platform, holding a lar^e slate and 
pencil, and looking at it occasionally, as S' tall^g to him- 
self.) 


I ’ M glad I have a good-sized slate, 
With lots of room to calculate. 
Bring on your sums 1 I’m ready now ; 
My slate is clean and I know how. 

But don’t you ask me to suMiact; 

I like to have my slate well packed ; 
And only two long rows, you know. 
Make such a miserable show ; 

And, please, don’t bring me sums to 
Well, multiplying’s just as l^d; 

And, say i I’d rather not divide — 
Bring me something I haven’t tried I 



20 


UA&r ANB BINAH. 


NEVER PEAY TRUANT. 


T ISTEN to me, now, 
-1 — ^ My dear little lad : 
Never play truant ; 

^Tis naughty and bad. 


Others will scorn you, 
And point as >'(>u pass : 
“X<ook at the lM>y 

At the foot of his class ! 


MARY AND DINAH. 


( IVM dolls,^ 

T his is my dolly Mar>% 

She’s only two years old; 
Dear Santa brought her to me — 
At that’s what I’m told. 


,I think she’s very pretty. 

She has such big blue eyes. 
But when *tis time to go to bed. 
Oh my J how <h>lly cries ! 

thib is dolly Dinah, 

She’s ’nmst as black as night; 
I her wry dearly, 

Didk says she’s a fr%ht. 



GRANDMA^S MISTAKE. 


21 


I play slie’s Mary’s nursy, 

Who takes her out to walk 
And keeps her clothes in order 
And teaches her to talk. 

I think they both are darlings, 

And I hope they’ll never die ; 

For I’m sure if I should lose them, 

I would cry, and cr>% and cry. 

Lizzie J. Rook. 


GRANDMA’vS MISTAKE. 

P OOR Grandma, I do hate to tell her. 
And yet it does seem queer. 

She’s lived so much longer than I have, 

And I, why, I’ve known it a year. 

E\"en Alice begins to look doubtful, 

And she is so babyish, too; 

And Mamma just laughs at the nonsensfe, 
But Grandma believes it is true. 

I did it all up in brown paper. 

And laid it just there by her plate. 

And she put on her glassy so slowly, 

I thought that I never could wait. 

And when she had opened the Imndle, 

‘ ‘ My gracious I ’ ’ she said, * * how I 

A dear little bo3t for my knittliig ; 

How oM Santa Claw 



OLO FOLKS. 




ETHEL’S BIRTHDAY PARTY. 

T his is my birthday and I am going to have a 
party. I have invited four little girls to play 
with me. Mamma wrote dear little notes and sent 
them to Bessie, Ida, Nellie and Daisy. I’ve hunted 
up all my d«ills and dressed them in their best clothes. 
r>i>n‘t they look sweet? We are going to have our 
tea all by ourselves, and I am to sit at the head of 
the table. Mamma says slie will peep at us while 
we are eating, to st*e how we Iwk. Would you like 
to peej» at us, t(K> ? There goes the door-bell ! Do 
ytju hear it? I think my party has come. Now, 
dollies, l>e very g(jod and don’t give me any trou- 
ble. [Curtain falls, and rises as quickly as possible, 
discirising tableau — the five little girls, each with 
dolls, seated at a small table nicely laid.] 

Lizzie J. Rook. 


OLD FOLKS. 

(Tm a little girl dressed as Grandma, and a little boy 
dreased as Grana|m,) 

Giri, — OW, Grandpa, as I sit and knit, 
i N Please read to me the news ; 

You may read about the *lection things. 

Or anything you choose. 

— "^liat 1 read to you of politics ! 

How what do "women know ? 
lil read you of the fashions, 

Or *h€mt the candy show. 

Mss. H. J. H. Gooofbllow. 



BIBD TALK* 
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APPLE BLOSSOMS. 


W HY do they come ? I know, I know, 

I guessed their secret long ago. 

They put on their dresses of pink and white 
And come when the days are long and light, 
And smile, and smile 
For a little while. 

To tell the children that, some fine day, 
When summer is hurrying fast away, 

Rosy apples will hang up there 
Just where the bonny blossoms were. 


BIRD TALK. 


A re the noises in the woods the voices of the 
birds talking about school ? Does one call Bob 
Y^liite, Bob WTiite, you’re late, you’re late, Bob 
White, you’re late ? And does another chirp Whip- 
poor- Will, Whip-poor- Will? Did they ‘‘Whip- 

poor-Will” because he didn’t want to go? Does 
Katy promise to fly home wnth the swallow ? Katy- 
did, Katy-didn’t. If they don't talk about ^hool, 
what do they talk about, I wonder ? 

Mrs. E. J. H. GooDFBixow- 
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Ills SfEKCH. 


MY AGE. 

(For a little ^irl five years old.) 

I 'M one and one, and one and two, 
That is my age all told ; 

And if I live as long again, 

I shall be twice as old. 


CATCHING A WHALE. 

(A little girl, with shovel and pail, in bathing costume, j 

I ' M going to the shore to dig, 

With ray shovel and ray pail, 

Now, wouldn't it l>e very grand 
If I sliould catch a w^hale ? 

MkS. E. J. H. GOODFKI.I.OW* 


HIS SPEECH. 


Y OtJ*\"E called on me to make a speech ; 

I'm sure I don't know how ; 

Pesxhmps 'twill answer just as well 
If 1 only make a bow« 



MT 8PBECH. 
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THE BIRD’S SONG. 


L isten, my boy ; I’ve a word for you ; 

And this is the word : Be true 1 be true f 
At work or at play, in darkness or light, 

Be true, be true, and stand for the right. 

List, little girl ; I’ve a word for you ; 

’Tis the very same : Be true 1 be true ! 

For the truth is the sun and falsehood, the night ; 
Be true, little maid, and stand for the right. 


MY SPEECH. 


F olks think I’m such a tiny tot 
That I can’t make a speech. 
For some one said to Manrnia 
I am too young to teach. 

But I can tell a story 

I’m sure you never heard ; 

And if you’ll only listen. 

I’ll tell you ever>" -word. 

“ One morning very early 
I heard a whisper low. 

It <mme from near my bedside. 

This little vokse, you know. 



MY SPEECH. 


Oh dear, I’m very wretched. 

Is any one more tried ? 

For just behold my trouble, 

I’m broken in my side. 

** I’m torn and bruised and scratched 
And ^rown so very thin. 

It is indeed a really sad 
Condition I am in.” 


And then another voice replied 
“ I’m sorry you are sad. 

But misery loves company 
And I am ju^ as h^ 

** I’ve worked all day from mom till eve. 
Right side by side with you ; 

I’ve suffered woes, until, until — 

My sole’s worn through and through.’^ 

“ Then let us creep together, close. 

Our waning life to spend ; 

For this is just a solemn fact. 

We are too l^d to mend.” 

Just then I opened wide my eyes 
To hear such awful news, 

Asad by my bed I only saw 
My little worn out shoes. 

Mes. E, J. H Ooobfbixow. 



GOLDEN KEYS. 


A BUNCH of golden keys is mine, 

To make each day with gladness shine. 
“ Good Morning,” that’s the golden key 
That unlocks every da^^ for me. 

When evening comes, Good Night,” I say, 
And close the door of each glad day. 

When at the table, ” If you please,” 

I take from off my bunch of keys. 

When friends give anything to me, 

I’ll use the little ” Thank You ” key. 

Excuse Me,” ” Beg Your Pardon,” too, 

Wlien by mistake &<jme harm I do ; 

Or, if unkindly harm I've given. 

With ” Eorgive Me ” I .shall be forgiven. 

On a golden ring these keys I’ll bind ; 

This is its njotto, ” Be Ye Kind.” 

I’ll often use each golden key. 

And then a child polite I’ll be. 


DON’T SAY IT. 


I S there a cross word that tries to be said ? 

Don’t let it, my dear, don’t let it * 

Just speak two pleasant ernes, quick, instead. 
And that will make yom lorget it. 
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BUTTjEEFLIBfi. 


SPRING. 

I *VB a friend whom I visit 
Who’s rich as a Jew ; 

She has green velvet carpets, 

I can play on them, too ; 

Rich pieces of music of every kind ; 

And pictures 1 the prettiest ones yoj can find ; 
Then her gold 1 I know if it were spread out 
’Twould cover all lioston around and about. 

"Vou say you can hardly lx.dieve such a thing 
And ask me her name ? Why, her name’s Gentle 
Spring. 

Annie Chase. 


BUTTERFLIES. 


Y teacher told me, yesterday. 
And she is very wise, 

That horrid little squirming worms 
Made lovely butterflies. 

But I heard Bridget tell Mamma, 
She said it with a sigh, 

Shum, marm, it is the buckwheat 
That mmkm the Imttcr iy.'" 

Mas, J. H* 



OUE VERY BEST. 
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PACKING THK KNOWLEDGE BOX. 

I *VE begun to pack a box. Ever>^ day I put in 
a great many things ; sometimes I put in things 
that I wish I hadn’t, but I cannot get them out 
again, no matter how hard I try. And then the 
queerest thing about this box is, that the more I put 
in, the more room there seems to be. But no ; that 
is not the queerest ; I think this is, that no matter 
how hard I work, or how long I work, I never 
finish. Of course, it’s my Knowledge Box I’m 
packing. Mrs. E. J. H. Gcx)dfeuix)w. 

ROB’S MITTENS. 

O UR Rob has mittens new and red, 

To keep his hands so warm and nice 
When making snowballs, building forts. 

And sliding on the ice. 

One morning, coming in from play. 

His dear face pinker than a rose, 

** Please, Mamma,” cried he, ” can’t you knit 
A mitten for my nose?” 

Youth’s Compahion. 

OUR VERY BEST. 

' I X> be as great as Washingtcm, 

JL I oottid not if I would, 

Sd* I*ve made up my mind 
tsry and be as good. 
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A GOOD NAMX. 


GRANDMA’S TEA. 

(A little girl standing by a taldc upon which is a tea-pot 
cup and saucer, spoons, sugar and milk and a tray.) 


M y poor, dear Grandma is so sick, 

I’ll take her tip some tea. 
sugar in a cup) I guess she likes it very 
sweet, 

If she’s at all like me. 

Now what comes next ? The cream, of course ; 

And now the tea I’ll jK)ur {spi/iing ihc tea) ; 
Oh, dear 1 *TLs running down the skies — 

’Twill stxjn be on the floor. 

What shall I do? I’ll take it up 
Before I lose it all ; 

*Tis very heavy ! I’m afraid 
That I shall let it fall. 

I’ll walk quite slowly — then I’ll say — 

“ Now, Grandma dear, drink this.’' 

Then she will say, “ O thank you, pet, 

O^nc give me one sw’eet kiss. ’ ’ 

hizzm J. Rook. 


A GOOD NAME. 

I ^AITHFUL boys make faithful men, 

A la all things do your best, and then 
You’ll have m name when yem are old, 

W<Hth mwe to you tlmn shining gold.” 



CAT AND CANART, 
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KORTH AND SOUTH. 

T HH little boys in labrador 

Would stare if the'f should see 
A crop of yellow orar^^es 
Growing on a tree* 

The little boys »n TIorida 
Declare they’ 1 like to know 
Hov/ balls are made 
And walls are made 
Cf watery stuff like snow. 

Youth’s Companion. 


CAT AND CANARY. 

I N a golden cage 

Hung a gold canary ; 
And gray pussy-cat. 
Discovering that. 

Delighted was — very. 

She said to herself, 

‘ * I am tired of mice ; 

And some little thing. 

With a tender wing. 

Would taste so nice ! ** 

So, ready to leap. 

She crouched on the floor. 
With green eyes, when 
lyittle Jane ju^ then 
Came in at the door. 





MY IKJLLT, 


And slie saw gray puss. 

So wicked and wary. 

With long tail swinging. 

And ready for springing 
On the gold canary. 

Now, what did puss get ? 

' Would you like to hear ? 

The bird j>erhaps ! 

No ! good sound raps 
Upon each ear. 

And away she fled 
With a loud me-ew. 

And Jane grew meny, 

And the gold canary 
Grew merry too. 

Mrs. Ci^ra Doty Batbs. 


MY DOLLY. 

W HO Ls it that I've christened May, 
With whom I dearly love to play. 
And dress and undress every day ? 

My Dully. 

Who Ls it loves me well, although. 

Poor dear, she cannot tell me so, 
Because she cannot talk, you know ? 
My Dolly. 

Who Is it, tho* she^s \"ery old, 

I ksve ^iil in my arms to hold, 

And wcmldnT part with — not for gold? 
My 



LITTUB BTAJBL 
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GRANDMA’S SPECTACLES. 

G randma offered a prize the other day to us 
children. She called us to her, Fred, Will 
and me and said, ‘ ‘ Children, I have lost my spec- 
tacles ; 1 have hunted ever>"where, high and low, 
far and near, and cannot find them. Now, to the 
one who finds them, I will give a prize. ’ ’ We all 
started off together. Fred said he would look under 
all the sofas and chairs, while Will chose the man- 
tels and closets. I thought maybe I would find 
them by asking questions. So I began with the 
cook and asked everybody in the house ; but no one 
had seen Grandma’s glasses. We all went back to 
Grandma with the sad news that we could not find 
them. Little Bessie, who was sitting on Grandma’s 
lap, exclaimed, ** I see, I see dear Grandma’s specs 
on top of Grandma’s head. ” So, of course, Grandma 
gave Bessie the prize. 

Mrs. K. J. H. Goodfki^ix>w. 


LITTLE STAR. 

G ood-night, little star r 

I vrill go to my bed, 
And leave you to bum 

While I lay dowm my head. 
On my pillow I'll sleep 
Till the tconiing light ; 
Then you will be fading 
And I shall be bright. 
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A LECTUaK TO THE CROW. 


A LECTURE TO THE CROW, 


C ROW, 3’oii're very wicked I 

You’ll surely come to grief ; 

The naughtiest thing in all the iwrld 
It is, to l>e a thief? 

You neei-ln’t turn 3"our head one side, 
As if 3'ou didn’t care ; 

You know 3aiu stole p>or Carlo’s l>onc ; 
And, Crow, it wasn’t fair I 


He buried it so cunning 

This morning, in the ground ; 

He never even dreamed, I’m sure. 

That rohlK?rs were around. 

An<l just as s<K>n as he was gone 
You t«Kik it, I declare, 

I saw 3'ou flying ofT with it • 

And, Crow, it wasn't tain 

I think ^’xui’d lK?tter dn’vp it, 

And some other breakfast find, 

Else, when gooc^l birdies go to heawn. 
You’ll sure l>e left behind ! 

Yoti won’t ? Then sad wall be you. fate, 
As sure as you sit there i 
To steal a doggie’s only b<me, 

Ob, Crow, it wasn’t fair ! 



JTaOM ONB TO SIX. 
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OUR FLAG. 

T O the red, white, and blue 
I will ever be true.” 

There is no flag, however grand, 
Tike onr own red, white, and blue. 


Hurrah for the flag ! Our country’s flag f 
Its stripes and white stars, too ] 

There is no flag in any land 

Tike our own red, white, and blue ! 


FROM ONE TO SIX. 

W HEN I wos one 

I wore lung dresses just for fum 
I couldn’t walk or creep or run. 

When I was two 

I learned a languag-e all brand new, 

I only knew at first ” Boo~hoo.” 

When I was three 
I had a lovely Christmas tree. 

And a little sister sent to me. 

When I was four 

I had some books and wanted more. 

But couldn’t think to shut the docar. 



UMBJEEKIN^ M01I8& 


When I was five 

I w’ent to the brook ard *^'ed to dbm 
And papa took me out alive. 

"Vllien I w^as six 
I often got into a fix, 

And did not like the crooks of slick**, 

What comes next ? I do not know, 

But it’s K'tter and Ixdter the older I grow, 
Because my Mamma told me so. 

Ksthkr Fleming. 


MISS LIMBERKIN’S MOUSE. 


L ittle MIss Limberkln, 

^ Dreadful to say. 

Found a mouse in the cupboard 
A-sleeping away. 

Littk Miss Limberkin 
Gave such a scream. 

She frightened the little mouse 
Out of its dream. 



WHO IS SHftI 




WHAT TO DRINK. 


I THINK that every mother’s son 
And every father’s daughter. 
Should drink at least till twenty-one. 
Just nothing but cold water. 

And after that, they might drink tea. 
But nothing any stronger ; 

If all folks would agree wdth me, 
They’d live a great deal longer. 


WHO IS SHE? 


W HEN she’s young she’s tall and slender, 
Any faint young breeze could bend her. 
She glows stout as she grow’S old. 

And her hair is sunny gold. 

As the days pass out of sight, 

Lo ! her hair turns snowy white. 

Then the children in their play 
Wish — and blow her quite away. 

Guess her name? You're ** tired try in’ ?” 

Why, her name is “ Dandelion.” 

JUI.IJS M. DiPPMANK. 



THE LOST KITTEN. 
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THE LOST KITTEN, 


M y little kitty’s gone astray, 

She would no longer with us stay. 
This is, indeed, a sorry day, 

For kitty’s lost. 

Perhaps some cat upon the fence 
Did driv^e our little kitty hence. 

Who went l)ecause she’d no more sense, 
Oh ! Kitt 3 '’s lost. 

No more she’ll lie ujx)n our laps, 

And sweetly take her short cat-naps, 

Or slyly 1)1 ink at our love-tai>s, 

My kitty lost. 

No more we'll softly stroke her fur. 

Or listen to her gentle purr ; 

Oh ! It is hard, not to murmur. 

For kitty’s lost. 

And, now, just tell me, please, will you? 

I r^lly don’t know w^hat to do ; 

Shall I Ix^in and boo-hoo-hoo ? 

For kitty’s lost. 

Mas. E. J. H. Goodfbixow. 



that’s baby. 
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THAT’S BABY, 


O NK littlf* row of ten little toes 

To go along with a brantl new nose 
Eight little fingers and two new thumbs 
That are just as gtxxi as sugar plums — 
That's Ixib}', 

One little pair of round, new eyes, 

Like a little owl’s, so big and wise, 

One little place they call a mouth, 

Without one tooth from north to south— 
That's baby 

Two little cheeks to kiss all day, 

Two little hands so in his way, 

A brand new head, not very" big. 

That seems to neetl a brand new wdg^ 
That’s Ixiby, 

Dear little row of ten little toes ! 

How much we hwe them nobody knows ; 
Ten little kisses on mouth and chin ; 

What a sliame he wasn’t born a twin — 
That’s baby. 
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UKB WASHINGTON. 


THE DANDELION. 

T here w^as a pretty dandelion. 
With lovely, fluffy hair. 
That glistened in the sunshine 
And in the summer air. 

But» oh * this pretty dandelion 
S<M.)n grew quite old and gray ; 
And, sad to tell, her charming hair 
Blew many miles away. 


LIKE WAvSHINGTON. 

H e ivent to the war with a generars hat. 

And feathers and sword — I should like to do 
that ; 

He ftnight and he fought, till the enemy ran. 

That’s how I shall do it when I am a man. 

But, perhaps, I had l>etter l)e thinking how 
I may a little like Washington now ; 

For they s;iy that his Ixdng a hero began 
A long time Ix^fore he "was a big man. 

He leametl very early to tell w’hat was true, 

An excellent thing for a hero to do ; 

For ever>^ small lx)y it w'ould be a good plan 
To kam the same lesson before he’s a mart. 



A FIRST SriSECH. 
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A NEW KIND OF DOEL. 


I ’ M tired of leather dolls, ’ ^ said Belle, 
“ The sawdust all runs out, 

I want one just like baby Nell,’’ 

And Belle began to pout. 


Her eyes shut every night, you see,” 

And then she sobbed in grief. 

Mamma, you never buy for me 
A doll that’s made of beef.” 

Anna X#- Jack. 


A FIRST SPEECH. 


T he other girls and boys in school 
All said I was too young 
To stand up here, like them, and use 
My hands and feet and tongue. 


But now I guess they’ll own that I 
Am quite as smart as they. 

For all my speech is not as long 
As some the r^t may say* 
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WHAT THE LITTLE SHOES SAID. 


CONTENTMENT. 

A KITTEN has no work to do. 

It frisks aTx^ut all day ; 

But she can’t write as I can, 

All she can do is play. 

A birdie has no work to do. 

He flies fnim tree to tree ; 

But he can't read as I can. 

Nor even count to three. 

I’m glad I’m not a kitten. 

And I wouldn’t be a bird. 

For if I changed with either, 

I shouldn’t know a word, 

S. C. Peabody. 


WTIAT THE LITTLE SHOES SAID. 

I SAW t\Cu dusty little shoes 
A'Standing by the bed ; 

Tliey suddenly lx.*gan to talk, 

And this is wdiat they said : 

“ We’re just as tired as we can be. 

We’ve been *naost everywhere ; 

And now our little master rests — 

It i^lly is mjt fair. 



DOLI^T^S BATH. 
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** He’s had his bath and sweetly sle^)S 
’Twixt sheets both cool and clean. 

While we are left to stand outside ; 

How don’t you think it mean? 

** We’ve carried him from mom till night 
He’s quite forgot, that’s plain ; 

While here we watch, and wait, and wait 
Till morning comes again. 

And then he’ll tramp, and tramp, and tramp 
The livelong summer day ; 

Now this is what like to do — 

Just carry' him away 

** Where he could never go to bed. 

But stay up all the night 
Unwashed, and covered o’er “with dust— 
Indeed ! ’twould serve him right.” 


DOUUY’S BATH. 

(A little girl washing a doll.) 

D OLUV, you're a sad disgrace, 

I shall have to w'ash your face ; 
How can you so dirty' be? 

Really it distresses me. 

A tetb at once, dear, you must take. 
That will a nice, clean dolly make. 



mamma’s h:ei*p£r. 


THE XAUGHTV HKNvS. 

Y OU little hens, yon naughty henn, 
Whatever have 3'ou done? 
Yfudve r< Kited up the cauliflowers 
And eaten ever^^ one. 

When T tarry comes and heats 3'ou, 

As he most likely may, 

W^hatever will your dear Ivlamma 
And little sisters sa^' ? 

I think you'll feel as I have felt 
Sometimes before to-da>’. 

So if 3’ou do not like the stick, 

You'd better run away. 


MAMMA'S HELPER. 

(Child tearing leaves from caleudiir.) 

T his is my Mamma's calendar ; 

She has so much to do. 

She only tears a leaf a day. 

I'll help her, "wouldn't yon ? 

'^^y, I can tear so fast, just see 
How leaves fly all around ; 

I g^exs they're six, and four, and three. 
All scattered on the ground. 



fiHILBKBN SHOULD BE SEEN AND NOT HEARD. *5 


And now I’ll pick them up and go 
And tell my Mamma dear, 

If she*s not pleased, I really think 
It will be very queer. 

Mrs. E. J- H. Gcx^dpbllow, 


CARRIF/S BIRTHDAY CAKE. 

*\7^ES, Aunt Jennie, I was six years old last Satur- 
1 day, and Mamma made me a Ixiautiful cake, 
all coveretl with icing and with six little candles on 
it, one for every year, yf>u know. What ! you going 
to have a birthday, Aunt Jennie ; and you want a 
cake with candles on it, too? Wliy, you can’t ! You 
can’t have the candles, Aunt Jennie — not one for 
every 3 ’ear, you know. There wouldn’t be room on 
the cake. 


CHILDREN SHOULD BE SEEN AND NOT 
HEARD. 

T ITTLE children should be seen and nc^ 
1 — / heard,*' somebod}^ has said. If e\^rybody 
believed it, I would have nothing to do but come 
before you all, make my bow, and sa^^ ; How — oh, 
no ! I must not say anything. I would bow, how 
do you do ? Then throw a kiss, and say — my, my ; 
not say> but nod^ — good-bye. 

Mrs. E. J. H. Goodfeixow. 
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TALE OF A PONY. 


KITTY KNEW. 

S EVEN sheep were standing 
By the pasture wall ; 

Tell me,’' said the teacher, 

To her scholars small, 

< )ne ]Kxir sheep was fri^^htened, 
and ran away ; 

One from se^veii— how many 
Woolly sheep would stay ? ** 

Up went Kitty's fingers — 

A fanner’s daughter she, 

Not so bright at figures 
As she ought to be. 

‘‘ PleavSe, ma’am,” — ” Well, then, Kitty, 
Tell us, if you know.” 

Please, if one jum|>ed over. 

All the rest would go. ’ ’ 


TAEE OF A PONY, 

1 HAVE a little pony, 

His name is Grenadier ; 

I got him on my birthday — 
I’m years old thiis year. 
I do not think my pony 
Is quite as oM as I ; 

But then he is much lofiger* 
And he is as 



THANKSGITOfQ TOBKIIT. 
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I give my pony apples. 

He likes them more than hay ; 
I give him lumps of sugar 
And biscuits every day. 

I like to feed and pet him. 

He loves me so, you see ; 

And if I were the pony, 

He^d do as miKh for me. 


THANKSGIVING TURKEY. 

A n old turkey gcjhler strutted around, 

With all his black feathers plumed high ; 

His wings trailing proudly upon the hard ground, 
‘His tail toward the moon in the sky. 

Perched high on a fence a rooster he spied, 

Whose crowing might waken the dead ; 

** Do stop that loud noise I ” in a fierce rage, he cried ; 
Strutting on with a toss of his head. 

The rooster was dumb ; but he chuckled w ith glee 
As he thought of the grand dinner spread 
On Tlianksgiving Day, when that turkey wx^uld be 
Served ^ without feathers or head. 

thanksgiving Day came — the turkey w as there. 

But bereft of his Baunting black gown ; 

He lay on Ms back, with his fe^ in the air, 

And hk body a delkate brown. 



JUJULT MISS CBOC0a 


Tliey carved the flesh from hfe every bone 
And joked as they jessed it around ; 

To the rooster, too, no mercy was shown — 

For he m the soup was found. 

F. Rh^y 


EARTY MISS CROCUa 

I 'M little Crocus, 

How d’y do ? 

I*m ODsning otsfe now, 
WouMn't ycm ? 

Come. Yellow Daisy, 

Lift your head. 

Full little Buttercup 
Out of bed. 

Guess I’m the first up, 
Tra, la, la ; 

I'm going to laugh now, 
Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mj, how tl^ wimi blows, 
Wiioo, hoo, woo ; 
Thiok I'R go ^ now, 

Boo, hcx>, !k >0 I 
Mns. M. J* H. 



DIIiIGKNT BESSIE. 
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THE BEUKBIRB’S MESSAGE- 

T he trees are yet bare. 

And tliere*s snow on the ground ; 

Not a blade of green gra^ 

As yet can be found ; 

But I saw a l)rigM bluebird to-day, so I know 
T^d ^dng will soon come and tbat wint^ must go. 

'We like snow and ice. 

And we don’t mind tbe cold, 

But ol winter we*Te tired — 

It now bas grwvn old. 

And we’re glad that the bluebirds are here, for they say 
That the spring will »<xin o >nie, and Is now on tlie w^ay. 

E. F. 


DILIGENT BESSIE. 

K itty, don’t sit there l«>«>king at me ; I’ve nq 
time to play ; I’m big enough no%v to take 
care of my clothes. I am making a dear little 
darn iii the toe of my st«jcking. I’ve watched 
J^laniiiia mend stt^ckings — and it’s just as easy as 
eiLsy cati be. You pull the thr^d forward and l«:k- 
ivard, l)ackmOT€i and forward — see, Kitty. Oh, there ! 
I’ ve broken my thread, and I don’ t know how to mead 
it. I’ve ae%’er learned to mend tlir^d, m come 
Kitty, well have a good romp and let the old st«x:ir, 
go (throws it on the floor and skips off )* 

hwam J. 
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A KUESEKT fABM. 


TAKING DOLLY’S PICTURE. 

fA little ^irl has piace«i her doll on a chair, while rfie 
•-taiidd heniile aiiotlier clwir at fk>me dishince in front of 
doll. A hinlent is on the cliair, or if this is not ol>- 

taimhk, a black cloth tlirown across the top of the chair 

will answer.) 

C OMli, Dolly TootUckiiis, going to take yotii 
picture, and yun must miiic! everj' word I say. 
Sit up straight now — so ! Look right at me. That’s 
right ! Now don't wink or blink. You’re inindliig 
beautifully. Now dtm’t laugh or even smile, but 
just look pleasant wldle I amnt one, two, three, 
four. Now it’s ^iie, and your ’spression is lovely. 
Come w^e’lLgo see Grandma. We’ll tell her 
mrhat a good girl you were. 

Mbs. E. J. H. Gooupuhww. 


A NURSERY FABLE. 

A BABY once cried for the moon, 

&> they got a toy moon for their pet ; 
Bat the Imbe wiisn’t satisfied 3"et, 

It set up asother wild tune. 

And oied for the star-spiiigled dipper. 

DM they promise to haul down the skies? 
Mo ; they tired ©f its ** heavenly ** cries, 
AM made it see stars with a slij^r. 

Wnx H. Waix, 
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SPEECH IS SILVER ; SILEXCE, GOLDEN. 

1 '^HEY say tliat speech is silver. 

That is what I have l^eeii toM ; 

And silence is more precious. 

For it is like to gold. 

Now, I will scatter silver, 

By this, iiiy little sf^eecli ; 

While ill silence, gather 
The gold within your reach. 

Mrs. K. J. H. Goodfei.ix)w. 


AMBITION. 

“ A X 7ELL,” said the duckling, “ well,” 

VV As he lcx>ked at his broken shell. 

If this is the world I've dreamt about. 

It's a very great pity I ei-er came out.'' 

My dear/' said the duck, ** mj* d^r, 

Don't imagine the world is here ; 

The wwld is a pond, it lies out there ; 

You shall scK>ii see life, so don't desf»ir/* 

But the duckling's spirit soared beyond 
The reeds and weeds of that muddy fwnd. 
And it certainly is most atrocious luck 
To' be bom with a «iul, if you're only a duck. 
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MY CAM/) TAI*Ea 


BOIXY’S VACCINATION 

I WAS m very inttch afraid 
My dolly would sick, 
i scratclied and picket! her little arm 
Jtist with a Isolated stick. 

I hope she w^n't |»’et whoop 
Nor any hnmj)s nor kmx^ks. 

Not even pimply measles. 

Nor horrid little pox. 

For that's the way the doctor did 
To little sister Kate, 

To keep the dear from ^^etting sick — 

He called it ‘ * vaccinate. ' * 

Mrs. E. J. H. Goodfelix)w, 


MY CARLO TALKS. 

S OlVfK people say that dogs can’t talk. 
Blit this is not quite tme, 

For, that my Carlo talks to me. 

I’ll plainly show to yon. 

Now, mdieti I say, Come, Carlo, speak. 
Bo jmi want a piece of meat ?’ ’ 

He and harks Imw'-’wow, to my 

** I’aa htmgry^ awd can 



MY CAaiX) TAJUm 


And then when I am going out, 

And say, ** You cannot go/’ 

He, wastful, eyes me, while he says 
“ I understand, No ! No !” 

And when again I only say 
** Come, Carlo, take the lead/* 

He frisks around and joyful says 
“ I’m very' glad, indeed.*’ 

And when to closed door he comes, 

With scratches, one, two, three, 

He says, as plain as anything, 

CtHiie, turn the latch for me.” 

And so I could tell many things, 

As plain as A, B, C. 

About when I talk to my dog, 

And he talks back to me. 

The trouble is, that folks won*t learn 
A little dog’s plain speech ; 

If they’d only pay attoatkm. 

Most any dog ccmld teach. 

Mits. E. J. H. Goobfmww. 
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OEAfJIE’a OASl. 


DECORATION DAY. 

H ere is a lily and here is a rose. 

And here is a heliotrofx?, 

And here is the w<Kjdbine sweet that grows 
On the gartlen’s sunny siofx.*. 

Here is a !>it of mignonette. 

And here’s a geranium red, 

A |*;iissy IiIikhii and a %nolet 
I fuiind in a massy lied. 

These are tlie flowers I love the best, 

Aik! IH’e !>r0tight them all to lay 
With loving hands where soldiers rest. 

On Decoration Day. 

Susie M. Best. 


GRACIE’S CAKE. 

I HAVE something nice to tell yon, 
Ard now I will begin 
To show you bow to mahe a cake. 
And what to put in. 

Of course you meastire sugar 
And butter in a ctsp. 

And ^rew them round tc^ether 
Datil they’re all tnij:ed up. 
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And tlieii you take some nice, fresh eggs, 
And masli them up just so, 

Then grind them round with flour, 

Which makes a nice, soft dough. 

And when the stove is very hot 
You put this in to bake, 

Then, in a very little while, 

Out comes a lovely cake. 

Mrs. E. J. H. Goodfki.ix>w. 


THE SNOW-MAN, 

A SNOW-MAN stands in the moonlight gold 
Smoking his pi|>e serenely, 

For what cares he that the night is add, 

Though his ct>at is thin and his hat is old 
And the blustering winds bl«>w keenly. 

He has heard the children telling In glee 
That Santa Claus would visit - 
This night their beautiful Chiistmas tr^ ; 

And it is not strange he should wish to sec 
Hoiv this can happen — now is it ? 


CRICKET SONGS. 

W HAT'S the song the crkrkets sing. 
Summer, autumn, ivint^r, spring ? 

When I take my little brocwn 
And go dusting through the room, 
weep! 
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When I go to Ijed at night, 

Then I hear them out of sight, 

‘ ‘ Sleep ! sleep ! sleep I sleep i 

When I waken every day, 

If it’s sunny, then they say, 

** Peep I peep ! peep ! peep I ** 

But they feel as bad as I 
When it rains, for then they cry, 

‘ * Weep ! weep I weep I weep ! * * 

E. Whitney. 


A QUEER TABLE, 

I WISH to tell you all to-day of a very queer 
table. In the finst place it is several hundred 
years old aiwi yet it m ^ ITOod as new — as 
smind and strong as ever. No, it is not iron, and 
yet I can’t see how it can ever wear out. It is not 
used for breakfast, dinner, or any meal. It came 
all the way from’ Arabia and it is ornamented with 
wmMj figures. We do not know who made it, but 
W€ do know that it is a \'ery useful table, and we 
call it ‘*The Multiplication Table.'' 


DOLLY’S LESSON. 

^IhiUbel chart mi the wait ; little girl with a long pointer 
a chair). 

C OME hwe, ycm nigtiaramus I 
I'm shaiwsd to have to ^fesa 
Ym kmom any letter 
, your ocMdtk S. 
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Now listen, and I’ll tell yon — * 

This round hole’s name is O, 

And when yon put a tail in. 

It makes it Q, yon know. 

And if it has a front door 
To walk in at, it’s C ; 

Then make a seat right here 
To sit on, and it’s G. 

And this taU letter, DoEy, 

Is I, and stands for me. 

And wtea it 'jpmts a ha^ cm. 

It makes a cnp o’T. 

And curly I is J, dear. 

And half of B is F, 

And B without hfe slippers on 
Is cmly F, yon see. 

Yon tnm A np^de dcywnward. 

And people call it V, 

And if it’s twins, like th^ €3 m, 

W ’twill be. 

Hcpw, Dc^y, when yon k^mi e’m, 

Ycm’B kiMW a great big heap — 
iio^ mndk’s I — Oh, Dolly I 
I ^3®^ a^sep. ’ 

YotiY®*® Ommjkmmm. 
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TH« aJEB, wmxi AMD BLUK, 


TIT FOR TAT. 


S IX and nine had a fallini^ out ; 

I can’t what it was all about. 

One was aiigr3% and said, Oli, fie, 

You hmm you are worth three less than I.®' 
The other cried, %%dth a pout and frown. 

You’re nothing but six turned upside down ! ” 

H. R. Hudson. 


BUSY BEE. 


me,’® cried a busy bee, 

** What curious sights in town we see ! 
Children wlio’ve not tasted honey ; 

Big folks selling flowers for money ; 

I)ear>' me ! ’ ® crie<! the busy l>ee, 

** The is the place for me.®* 


THE RE1>, WHITE AND BEUE. 

W ELCOME, bright flag ! welcome to-day I 
Aljoi’e the schoolhoust^ float for aye. 
Our Cfniiitry’s pride, our ctmiitry^’s boast. 

From Maine to the Pacific coast. 

Tliy starry folds we raise on high 
And vmr lor thee to lire or die. 

Banner all glorious, ever o’er tis I 

Erery star sliiuiiig there stt^dfast and true ; 
HoMIng the hjsson of Union before us. 

Written for in the ml, while and blue. 



A BIX-TBABrOIJD. 
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A FROG IN THE THROAT. 

I KNOW a little animal 

That’s neither wild nor tame ; 

Now, tell me, if yon really can. 

What is its place and name. 

Now, when it comes to stay with me, 

I cannot sing a note ; 

I’ll tell yon, for you’ll never gtiess, 

A frog right in my throat. 

Mbs. E. J. H. Goobfeijuow. 


A SIX- YEAR-OLD. 

W HEN Joe and Kate and Dick and Belle 
Started to school last fall, 

I cried to go, and f^pa sbM 
He thcmght I was too snaall. 

I begged so hard, at last he said, 

** Well, yon can go tonMy ; 

For after this I’m ^ine. 

At home yon’ll want to 

Itet Fm not tired yet, and yon 
Can jmlge now by my looks, 
iSmm^L I am Imt ^ years 
I my school and boc^cs.. 
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DON’T. 

I MIGHT have jmt the mc^ M fm 
If ’twa^’t for a word, 

I think the very worstest om 
*At ever I have heard. 

I wish ’at it ’d go away, 

Btit I’m afraid it won’t 
I s’pc^ ’at it’ll always si / — 

That awful word of ** on’t.” 

It’s don’t you make i bit of noise/* 

And “ don’t go out of door,” 

And “ don’t you sp’ead your stock of toys 
About tiKi parte ioor ; ” 

And “ ^m*t j<m dare play in the dti^/* 

And “ don’t you tease the cat,” 

And ” d<Mi’t you get your clothing mussed,” 
AM ” don’t ” <k> this and that. 

It ^ems to me I’ve never fcmnd 
A thing I’d like to do 
But what there’s some one clc^ around 
*At’s got a ” <km’t ” or two. 

AM &inciay — ’at^s the day ’at ” don’t 
1b WGmt of all the seven. 

good^s f but I hope there won’t 
wgr ** don’ts ” m Heawn f 

HmM WATmtmAn, 
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GOING TO WASHINGTON. 

(Boy on Rocking Horse.) 

I *M riding away to Washington 
As fast as fast can be, 

If yoti^ve a me^>age for the President 
Jnst send it on by me. 

Mrs. H. J. H. GoooFKi,t,ow. 


WHAT BOYS ARE GOOD FOR. 

D O yon know that some one really said, 

“ what earthly good are boys ? * * 
"Td like to state it for a fact 

That they're gtKxI to make a noise. 
iadle unth force. ) 

Mrs. E. J. H. Goodfeixow. 


THE MONTH OF MAY, 

H ere I am, and how do ytm do? 

I*ve come afar to visit yon. 
Eittle chiMien^ glad and free. 

Are yon ready m>w for ? 

I’m the month of May I 

I’ve a ^ore of treasures rare 
JjbiM away with greater care ; 

I^ys €i ^ushii^, sang and 
^yrth made mto fairy bowers I 
Fm xnosilh of ^ May 1 



THE CHILDREN’S OFFERING. 


W E little children gather 

The brightest flowers of May, 
Aiad lovingly will lay them 
On otir soldiers’ graves to-day. 

We bring the fragrant violets 
And foiitterctips so bright, 

And pure, white petaled lili^. 

For thc^ who fought for right. 

Akho* we are so little, 

We’ve h^ard of battles fought, 

A^d gladly bring our oMering 
¥q€ those w1m> freedom bo^ht. 

We pftmdly wave the cx>lors, 

The r«l, the white, the blue. 

And fdace our flag upon the graves 
Ctf those whose hearts were true. 

NEmn G. Jerome 


FOUR W’S. 


W HOEVER ymk are, be noble ; 

Whatever you do, do well ; 
Wheuev^ you speak, khMily ; 

Giw joy whesiwer you dwell. 



WHO KNOWS THE MO«T? 
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WHO KNOWS THE MC6T? 

(The little girl should address a real kitten or a picture of one.' 

W HO knows the most, Pn^, you or I ? 

I know you’re cunning and very spry, 

I love to watch yon chase my toll, 

Bnt you cannot r^d nor write at all. 

Your little sharp claws help you climb a tree 
Where you sit out of reach and look at me. 

I know that is something I can’t do. 

But jron have four and I but two. 


You look very wise as you lick your paw. 

But you do not know that two twos are four, 

Or that m-i-c-e is the way to spell mke, 

AltlK>ugh you think they are vary nke. 

But it really i^’t your fault at all 

That you don’t kiMW ^^ere is the name fcr ball 4 

For you have never been to 

And do not know a rule. 

Now I must go to school each day 
While you do nothing l^it sfeep ai^ fday, 

Ai^ I don’t believe, Fussy, as older you grow 
Ytm evo' wM think hcyw little you know. 

HnuA G. Bmmmm* 
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QOOB KIGH?*. 


UTTIM PEACH BU)SS0M:. 


L ITTEE peach blossom has awakened at last, 
And what do you think awoke her ? 

Nc^ the birds, as they sang and twittered all day. 
And talked of their nests and the eggs they would 
lay; 

Not the wind, as it rocked her cradle so fast 
And told her that winter had long ago passed ; 

Not the sun, as he wrapped her in an embrace, 

And showered sw^t kisses upon her sweet face ; 
Nor the moon, nor the stars, though they glistened 
90 bright, 

Aim! tried to perstiade her to wake in the night, — 
But a warm A|Mii shower fell on her one day, 

With a quick dash of rain ; and this is the way 
That little pefKrh blossom first opened her eyes. 

With a faint little blush, and a look of surprise. 


GOOD NIGHT. 


I AM so very near asleep 

I scarce can keep from gaping, 

As^ so I think it must be time 
Th t peqpfc all were aaf^ing ; 

So* tacfoce my eyes close tight, 

I yon* e^h and all, good night. 

Mna. E. J. H. Gooorstxow. 



BX BOIiITX. 


THE FISH FAMIEV. 

{A motion recitation,) 


I SAW five little fislies 
Swimming” in the sea 
And I said, I really wonder. 
Who these fisties all can be I 


Why, the big one is the papa ; 

Then the mamma comes, yon see ; 
There’s the brother and the sist€ar. 
And the !a^, the baby wee. 


Ncyw hold up five small fingers ; 

They are fishes, w^e will play ; 
No matter how they swim abont. 
Together they will stay. 


So the family of fishes 
Togethcar like to be, 
n3oee to |^pa and to mainina7\ 
they swim abcmt the 

M. S, H, PimtAM, 


BE POLrm 


L ET ns try to be polite 
In everything we do ; 
Eemember always to say ** 

And forget “ thank yon.** 
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UAKM TBUE BIST OF IT. 


AN APPLE-BIX)SSOM. 


H igh on the apple-tree was a lovely, pink apple- 
blossom, as happy as happy could be. But 
one rainy, windy morning the five beautiful pinky- 
white petals fell off and blew away. 

* ‘ Dear me ! ’ * said the poor little flower ; this is 
the end of me. ' * 

But it wasn’t the end. Pretty soon there was a 
hard little green bunch with seeds in it, just below 
where the pretty petals had l>een. And it grew and 
grew, till in October there was a great, red apple 
hanging on the tree. 

“An apple k better than a flower, “ said the apple 
to herself, as she jumped down for Mary to pick 
her up. 


MAKE THE BEST OF IT. 


A S ^nshine and rain, 
H^isure and pain. 
Each day on some mvtsi fall ; 
So tte wise thing to do. 

If <mly knew. 

Is to tte be^ of it aQ. 
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THE RAIN COACH. 


S OME little drops of water. 

Whose hcHne was in the sea. 
To go upon a jonmey 
Omx happened to agree. 

A clotid they had for a carriage. 
Their horse a playful breeze. 
And over land and country 
They rode awhile at ease. 

But, ah ! they were so many 
At last the carriage broke, 

And to the ground came tumbling 
These frightened little folk. 

And through the moss and graces 
They were compelled to rc^un 
Until a brooklet found them 
And carried them all hcmie. 


MY COUNTRY'S FUAO. 

(With Sag in hai^} 

T his k my country's flag. 

And I am my country's hoy I 
To love aiMi serve her well 
Will ercr be my joy. 

JtmiATA 
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MAKING BUTTER. 

(Motion song.) 

S KIM, skim, skim ; 

With the skimmer bright 
Take the rich and yellow cream, 
lycave the milk so white. 

Chum, chum, chum. 

Now ’tis churning day ; 

Till the cream to butter turns, 
I>asher must not stay. 

Press, press, press ; 

All the milk must be 
W-mm the golden Imfcter ikjw 
P ressed out carefully. 

Fat, pat, i^t ; 

Make it smooth and round. 

See ! the roll of butter's done ; 
Won’t you buy a pound ? 

Taste, oh ! taste, 

This is very nice ; 

Spread it on the children’s bread. 
Give them eadh a slice. 

I.ITTIJS GIFTS. 

L itter mm predlotts. 

If a 

Help the hm^ fingws. 

As tlusy do thd^ part* 
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TWILIGHT. 

H OW sweet is the twilight hour 

When, tired with romp and play, 

We gather around our mother 
And tell of the busy day. 

How musical sounds her rocker, 

As, creaking to and fro, 

She tells us niany a story 
Of days of long ago. 

How mixed are her days with ours 
How misty everything seems f 
It must l>e Ixx'ause we are nodding 
On our way to the land of dreams. 

Mjts. E. J. H. Goobfeixow. 


MY IX>LLY. 

I HAVE a little ^y 

Who can neither re^ imm* 
And so I try to teach her 
The proper way to walk. 

Every day I take her 
A little tiny way ; 

I think, if I am patknt, 

She^il walk quite well same day. 
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THE RAINBOW. 

T OW, look here, Rain, ” said the Stin one day ; 

IN “we’ve been living peaceably together in 
Weather-land for quite a long while. I’ve had my 
work and play, and you’ve had yours ; but to-day 
you are working just a little too hard, and I want 
you to stop a minute and play.” 

“ WTiy, why,” said the Rain, “I hardly think 
that—” 

“You needn’t think,” said the Sun. “Just stand 
^ill and I’ll make something pretty for the children 
to look at.” 

“ How will you do it? ” saki the Rain, pausing a 
moment. 

“ Why rU just shine through you and .split my- 
self in little piec^,” sakl the Sun. 

“Wont it hurt you ? ” said the Rain. 

“No, indeed; I’ll hardly feel it. We’ll both 
oome all right again. There ! it’s done while we’ve 
been talking about it. Let’s call it a Rainlx>w.” 

Mrs. E. J. H. Goodfeixow. 


KNITTING. 

(A little gkrl seated in a dialt, knitting, witb a kitten on 
her lap.) 


1 *¥E tiied it over and over, 

I om’t knit my locking at all, 
mj dms Kitty Clover 
M me to play with the balL 
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BE CONSIDERATE. 

I MUST not s?peak an angry word, 
I must not tell a lie, 

I mti^ not contradict 

Or make my playmates cry. 


CONTENT. 

B e content with thy k^. 

Though it may be ^mall ; 
Each must have his share. 

One cannot ha\"e all. 


A DISPUTE. 


I X>M and Joe quarreled, 

A I’ve heard people 1^11 ; 
About a que^ animal 
Hid in a shell. 

** I tell ycm it walks, sir ! ** 

Said Tommy to Joe ; 

It swims ? cried Joe, Umdly, 
“ I*ve seen and I know ! 

** It walks ! “ No, it swims ! ’ 


And tl^ bo 3 rs grew quite wro€li« 

But the turtle peeped out, 

Sayii^, ** I c^an db both t ** 

A, E. MrrcHOopu 
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BATS OF THl WOK, 


DAYS OF THE WEEK. 


T he days of the week once talking together 

About their housekeeping, their friends and 
the weather, 

Agreed in their talk it w^ould l>e a nice thing 
For all to march, and dance, and sing ; 

So they all sto<xl up in a very straight row, 

And this is the way they decided to go : 

( Ar/ set^n children stand up^ and as day of week is 
called; take places , ) 


First came little Sumday, so sweet and good, 

With a book in her hand, at the h^d she stood. 
Monday skipped in with soap and a tub, 

Smibbing away with a nib-a-dub dub ; 

With board and iron c^me Tuesday bright, 

Talking to Monday in great delight. 

Then Wednesday — the d^r little cook — came in, 
Kiding cock horse on his rolling-pin. 

Thursday followed, with broom and brush, 

Her hair in a towel, and she in a rush. 

Friday appeared, gaily tripping along ; 

He scoured the knives, and then he was gone. 
Sidurday la^, with a gn^t big tub, 

1^ whidb we all jump for a very good rub. 

(Tiif MMrm march and sing ie the turn af ‘ * Gc^ 
Merry SunshineJ*") 



WHO LIKES THE BAIN? 73 

Children of the week are we, 

Happy, busy, full of glee. 

Often do we come this way. 

And you meet us every day. 

Hand in hand we trip along, 

Singing, as we go, a song. 

Each one may a duty bring. 

Though it be a little thing. 

{Each child may carry an article corresponding to 
day of week represented , ) 

Majsly Ely Pagb. 


WHO TIKES THE RAIN? 


T SAID the duck ; ** 1 call it fun, 

A For I have my little red rabbens oti ; 
They make a cunning three-toed tn^rk 
In the soft cool mud. Quack, quack. 

“ I,” cried the little flowers, “ I ; 

My roots are thirsty, my are dry.'' 
And they lifted their little colored heads 
Out of the green, grassy beds. 

** I hope 'twill pcmr I I hope ’twill pour ! " 

Croaked the tree toad at his gray bark door, 
** For with a braad leml for a rooC 
I am perfect^ 
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WASHim 


THE DAISIES. 

A t evening when I go to bed 

I see the stars shine overhead ; 

They are the little daisies white 
That dot the meadow of the night. 

And often while I’m dreaming so, 

Acrc^ the sky the moon will go ; 

It is a lady, sweet and fair. 

Who comes to gather daisies there. 

For, when at morning I arise, 

There’s not a star left in the skies ; 

She's picked them all and dropped them down 
Into the meadows of the town. 

Frank: Dkmfstkr Sherman. 

WASHING. 

(CfaiM at a toy ; an undressed doll in a chair.) 

A IN’T yon ’shamed, you naughty Dolly? 

Ain’t you ’shamed as you can be? 
’Cause you made your clothes so dirty, 

See the trouble you’ve made me ! 

Oh, you needn’t hang your head so ; 

That won’t help the thing a bit ; 

Here’s ycmr mother, naughty Dolly, 

Hard at work ; ji^ think of it ! 

&it Iwumed a DoHy, 

I’ll he good as I can be ; 

My mamma shall be tired 
Boing extra work for me. 
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CHERRY CHEEKS. 

(Little girl with a basket of roses.) 

T his is grandma’s birthday. 

That is why I've come 
To bring her all these regies, 

We have such lots at home. 

The road was rather dusty, 

And I am rather small, 

But grandma’s pleased to see me, 

And that makes up for all. 

Tiredne^ doesn’t matter 
When my grandma speaks : 

Thank you for the roses ! 

Thank you, C^heny Cheeks.” 


WOMANHOOD. 

I A M six yeasB old and I like to play, but I wouM 
rathex gmw last ai»d he a tall w€3mm. ; then 
I ccmld do ju^ as I pleased. But mamma ^ys it 
takes more than size to make a woman. She mys I 
will have a great many things to ksarn — to sew, 
sweep, oook, mend and dam ; make beds a^ ^ k» 
imrk^ ; and, oh dear I what else ? I guess manmm 
h right, fen 1 think I would rather be a Iktie girl 
always and ^y ircmi UKaming until night. 

J. 
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A LARGE ROOM. 

M y teacher told me the other day that I owned 
one of the largest rooms she ever saw. She 
said it was called the Room for Improvement. 

Mrs. K. J. H. Ckx>i>i-KLLow. 

THE LITTLE ARMY. 

(For five very small Ijoj'S.) 

71 / ( ttM steord ) 

Fm the Captain, bij^ and Ix)ld, 

My soldiers do what they are told. 

2d boy ( flag) 

I hold the iag and wave it so ; 

Where Captain leads I’m sure to go. 
boy {wiik drum) 

I’m the drammer ; when I dmm 
The folks all shoot, “ Oh, here they come !** 
^ik boy {udih Gun) 

I can shoc^ ; see my big gtin ; 

And don’t I make the rebels nm ! 

§ik hoy {with trumpet) 

I have a horn ; I blow it loud, 

Because I like to draw a crowd. 

Cmptmin — 

all ! We’ll march away ! 
we aie soldiers, brave and gay. 
iMmrdk with drum beatings etc.) 

J. Rook. 
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WHEN THE FAIRIES EIVED HERE. 

W HEN the fairies used to live here. 
Then, you know, 

There was nev^ any dark, 

Or any snow ; 

But the great big sun kept shining 
All the night. 

And the roses just kept blocuning. 

Oh, so bright I 
And the little children never 
Teased lh€dr mothers; 

And little girls always 
Eoved their brothers. 

And the brothers, they were just as 
Mild and kind ; 

Every single thing you told them 
They would mind ; 

And they played so very gently ; 

But you know 

That was when the fairies lived here, 
Eong ago ! 

SANTA CEAUB. 

A JOEEY old fellofw, 

XA Whose hair is sncm white 
And who^ little, bright eyes are 
Will be making hk visits 
On Chrktmas night ; 

Berha^ ht wHl call on joit. 
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TBM DAISr. 


A WONDER STORY. 

A BUNCH of dry, dead leaves, 

To a bare, browii willow clung, 

And all the winter through 
In the icy breezes swung. 

Even when spring-time came, 

And the tree was clad in green, 

Still on the topmost branch 

Might the withered leaves be seen. 

** If I could reach,” said a boy one day, 

“ I*d pluck those leaves and throw them away/^ 

But early one bright mom, 

Just as the boy pa^ed by. 

Out from the dry, dead leaves 
Came a beautiful butterfly. 

It iuttered from twig to twig 
And sfHnead its wings for flight. 

Leaving the child below 
To marvel at the sight. 

“ I certainly never dreamed,” said he, 

“ That snch a wonderful thing could be ! ” 

Hklen C. Bacon, 


THE DAISY. 


W AILE up, Ihlle dafey, the summer is nigh, 
Tl^ <kar little roMn is up in the sky, 
IHlie ssowdrop and crocus were never so slow ; 
IBhcm Ihtl^ and hasten to grow. 



WHICH 18 BEST ? 
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Now hark, little daisy. 111 tell yoH what's said. 

Hie lark thrnks you’re lazy and love your warm bed ; 

But 111 not believe it, for now I see 

Your bright little eye winking softly at me. 

WHICH IS BEST? 

{Fof two bojs and a girl.) 

I^irsi Buy : ^ ^ days of all the year, ’ ’ 

Cried io 3 ral Freddy Ely, 

The very ^tesdld-est of all 
Cma€s early in July. 

Think of the fun ! the glorkms noise I 
That is the day — at lea^ for boys/’ 

Semnd B§y : Of all the days of all the year/’ 

Said little Robin Gray, 

The very best, I do believe, 

Will be Thanl^giviiig day. 

A fellow has such things to eat ! 
Thanksgiving day cannot he beat.” 

€^ri: ** Of all t!i^ i^ys of all the year,” 

Sang fmetty Nma, “ remember 
The dkarest, hapf^i^ and be^ 

Is coming in Becember. 

What girl or h&f, mmth, e®^, 
west. 

But kmms th^ Chri^mas day is 
be^?” 


Ahheb 
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CJOUNTIlfa. 


DOLI,Y»S BEDTIME. 

(Girl holding doll.) 

C OME, good-flight, my dolly dear. 

It is bedtime, do you hear ? 

Tittle girl must go to bed ; 

That is what niy mamma said ; 

But I guess, I really do, 

Dolly, dear, mamma meant you ; 

I*m not sleepy, so you see 
Mamma couldn’t have meant me. 

Now the little nightie, Oh 
Dolly, sweet, I love you so ! 

Now, good-night I Oh, dear ! Oh, dear 1 
I see nursie coming here ; 

I’m afraid, to tell you true, 

Mamma did mean me — not you. 


COUNTING. 

O NE little kitten with a jingling bell ; 

Two little eyes, and — don’t you tell 1 
Three little bowls of milk up high ; 

Four little leaps by the kitten spry ; 

Five Ikt^ laps of the yelkjw cream ; 

Tl^n ccmies the end of the blissful dream : 

Wmc erne little nmki, with two little hands, 

Httloes Unree little to the broom as it stands ; 

Give® femr little tramps aud five fctle blows, 

.^ 0 ^ emt door the kitten goes. 

BLuoliot 



MT BABY BROTHER. 
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THE ROAD TO F AIRY-EAND. 

W here is the road to fairy-land ? 

What is the shortest way ? 

Come, let tis ask the floweiB all. 

And see what they will say ? 

The little birds that sing so sweet 
Above ns in the air, 

Will kindly tell us where to go ; 

They surely have been there. 

And then, perhaps, when we have found 
The queen, so kind and true, 

Ste*ll t<Hich us with her little wand 
And make us fairies, too. 

MY BABY MOTHER. 

C OME down to our house, I have something to 
show you ; 

A dear little baby that hasn’t a name ; 

So pretty, so cunning, so sweet that I know ycm 
Will wish that you had at your own house the same. 

His dear little head he can’t always hold steady ; 

He can’t even |^ace wheaej ht wants to his haials ; 
He smite when I come, so he loMms me ahe^y. 
And just the least bit on hb two feet te 

I i^ver liked anything half as much ; maybe 

You think I would sell him — I wouMn’t for goM I 
To kiKW how I love him, the dear, darling baby, 

Y w mtsst tee ooe yemrseif — ^you couM never be 


Sakajh E. BowAimw 



figmma is omwima ot. 


THE BEE’S WISDOM. 


S AID a little wandering maiden 
To a bee with honey laden, 

‘ Bee, in all the flowers you work. 
Yet in some doth poison lurk.” 

' That I know, my little maiden,” 
Said the bee with honey laden ; 

‘ But the poison I forsake. 

And the honey only take. ’ ’ 

‘ Cunning bee, with honey laden. 
That is right,” replied the maiden. 
* So will I from all I meet. 

Only take the good and sweet.” 


SPRING IS GROWING UP. 


S PRING is growing up, 
Isn’t it a pity f 
Slie was such a little thing, 
AjmI so very pa^etty ? 
Sttmmer is extremely grami. 
We must pay l^r duty ; 

But it is to little Spring 
That she' 11 owe her beauty. 




WHAT GIRLS LOTB TO DC , 
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WHAT GIRI^ LOVE TO DO. 

JSHem — a plate of cakes, etc.) 

I LOVE to get the breakfast. 

The paiKrakes I can bake ; 

The table then I nicely set 
And help make bread and cake. 

Kate — ( With a milk- stool and pail.) 

I love to milk the gentle cows. 

It’s fun, I’d have ymi kiM>w, 

To take my stool and milking-pGS, 

And say, '‘So — Bo^y — so.*’ 

Eliza — {Swinging her hat.) 

It’s better fun to get the cows. 

“ Co- Boss i Co- Boss ! ” I call. 

I run and climb the highest feiKse 
And never get a fall. 

Mafy — { With gay dolls in her hands . ) 

I’m fond of dressing pretty dolls. 

In lovely lace and ^Ik ; 

To trim their dothes with velvets ine. 

Is nicer than to milk. 

Emma — ( With a hook and some stockings that need 
mending . ) 

I knre to read good story-books. 

And spetid a while at pla^ ; 

AM then I wash dfehes up 
AM sfcockii^ mead, each 
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FAST ASLBXF. 


Jmmy — {flaldirtf^ a broom and dust-pan,') 

I lov’e to take a broom and sweep, 

I make the l>eds and sew ; 

Such work as this, my mother says, 

Is gfxxi for me to do. 

(Standintr in a semicirde and holding up ihe im- 
plement of work^ etc,: when it is named, all recite 
together, slowly and dearly .*) 

Baking cakes for breakfast, 

Milking cows at mom, 

Climbing fences safely, 

With our clothes not tom ; 

Dressing dolls in laces, 

Reading and some play, 

Dishes washed and stockings mended, 

Brooms well used each day — 

Doing these while on time whirls, 

Makes ns happy, useful girls. 


FAST ASLEEP. 

F ast askep lies little May, 

With Dolly on her breast ; 
Tread softly as yon come away, 

And don’t di^urb h^ rest. 

Her little scml it knows no fear. 

Ho of sin m sorrow ; 

And Ood will take good care of her. 
Until sJhe wakes to-mcarow. 



BO TOim BJKST, 
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SIR DAKBEI^ION. 

C OME, Sir I>andelion, 

Sc> old and j^ray. 

Will you tell to me 
Xlie time of clay ? 

Voii won't tell unl^^ 

I blow your head ? 

'Then, old Oatidelion, 

You'd Ije dead. 

And the sweet buttercup©. 

Would they cry ? 

I’ll never kill you. 

No, not I. 

Good-bye, I>andelioa ; 

You take your ease ; 

Sway with the wild flowers 
In the breeze, 

Mms, E. J. H, GooorKxxow. 


DO YOUR BEST, 

I E you’re told to do a things 
And mean to do it really. 
Never let it be by halves ; 

Do M fully, freely. 
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BQJUD BABIBa 


MAIDS OF JAPAN. 

(Dre^cs of g&y cretonne ; Japanese fans.) 

XyfZK’PK make-believe maids of Japatt; 
V V We each have a Japanese fan ; 

out jfdns i&u^ard £iudienc€.y 
We wave them with ease {wave fans). 

To make a nice breeze ; 

The way that they do in Japan. 

When the maids j^o out for a call* 

The tali ones as well as the small, 

They all sit down flat {sit on Jioor) 

On the top of a mat. 

These folks that live off in Japan. 

And then, when they rise up to go. 

Of course you every one know, 

Hiey bow very low, {bow lou'). 

Yes, truly, just so 1 

What queer things they do in Japan ! 

Mrs. M. J. H. GoojoFmxow. 

DODI. BABIES. 

O H Fanny, dear Fanny, 

Mdke ha^e with the bed. 

My child is so tired 

She csm*t raise her head. 

Your child m m> cM 

She can sft up till eight ; 

^Et ib quite ill 
If ^ays up so 
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A NOSE OUT OF JOINT. 

D oes my nose look crooked ? Everybody says, 
“ Charlie’s iK>se is out of joint,” and I never 
heard a word about it until I didn’t want to kiss that 
horrid, cross little sister. I wish somebody would 
buy her ! I don’t want her ! Mamma just loves 
her like anything. I don’t see why e\'erybody 
mak^ such a fuss about her. I wish her nose was 
out of joint. Oh, dear ! I don’t want a broken 
nose. I think I’ll go and ask mamma if — I — kiss — 
that — that — baby, my nose will grow ^raight again. 
Wouldn’t yon ? 

Mrs. E. J. H. Goodfeu4>w. 


THE NEW YEAR. 

L ittle New Year, little New Year, 
Bom in wiat^ weather, 

I am young like you and, hand in hmxA, 
We will journey cm together. 

little New Year, Ihtle Hew Year, 

By tryii^ every <hiy, 

I hc^ to be good cmnpaiiy 
3^011 go away. 


Mary F. IBrnTm 
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HIS IDJBA OF IT. 


FIVE LITTLE BROTHERS. 

F ive little brothers set out together 
To journey the livelong day, 

In a curious carriage all made of leather 
They hurried away, away I 
One big brother and three quite small, 

And one wee fellow, no size at all. 

The carriage was dark and none too roomy 
And they could not move about ; 

The five little brothers grew very gloomy,. 

And the wee one began to pout, 

Till the biggest one whispered, What do you say, 
Lets leave the carriage and run away 

So out they scampered, the five together. 

And off and away tliey sj)ed ! 

When somebody found that carriage of leather, 

Oh my ! how slie shook her head. 

'Twas her little boy’s shoe, as every one knows. 
And the five little brothers were five little toes. 

Eli.a Whkei^er Wiecox. 


HIS IDEA OF IT. 


B enny watched his grandmamnia 
As she shelled the peas, 

Bfe pidted a Mg pod up and said, 

** Unlmtfion thii please I '' 

M. 



BOCTOa’s VISIT. 
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THE DAY AFTER. 

O H dear ! it’s so £ar to next Cbristmas ! 

Seems long as forever and more. 

I’ve been counting the days over ’n’ over — 
Three hundred and sixty-four ! 

That’s a dreadful lot to be waiting 
To hang up your stocking, you see ; 

But to-morrow — that’s something — there’s only 
Three hundred and sixty-three ! 

Harpur’s Young Peopue. 


DOCTOR’S VISIT. 

Little Mamma (u*ith a sieA: Ml) : 

C OME and see my baby dear ; 

Doctor, she is ill, I fear. 

Yesterday, do what I would. 

She would touch no kind of food ; 

And she teases, m<mns and cri^. 

Doctor, what do you advise ? 

Hum ! ha ! Good madam, tel! me, pray. 
What have you offered her lo-day f 
Ah, — I see ; a piece of cake. 

The worst thing you could make bar tsdre. 
JuM let me taste. Yes, yes, I fear 
Too many i^ums and currants here — 

But ! I win just ta^e agam. 

So as to make matter plain i 



ik>n“t wails thb babt. 
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JLiiile Mamma : 

But, doctor, pray excuse me ; oh ! 

You\"e eaten all my cake up now 1 
I thank you kindly for your care ; 

But do you think 't was hardly fair? 

Doctor : 

Oh, dear me ! Did I eat the cake? 

Well, it was for dear baby’s sake. 

But keep her in her bed, well warm, 

And you will see she’ll take no harm. 

At night and morning, use, once more, 

Her drink and powder as before ; 

And she must n<^ be overfed, 

But may just have a piece of bread. 
To-morrow, then, I dare to say, 

She*ll be quite right. Good-day ! good-day ! 


DON’T WAKE THE BABY. 

B aby sleeps, so we must tread 
Softly ’round her little bed. 
And be careful that emr toys 
I>o iK3t fall and make a iKuse. 

Flay ai^ talk, tmt whkper low, 
Mother wants to work, we know ; 
That when father comes to tea. 
All may i^at and chaerful be. 



THK JAPANESB 3X)3LL. 
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A COUNTRY GIRT. 

(Little girl; calico dress, snn-bonnet in band, whicb she 
swings.) 

I ’M just a country maiden 
Dressed in a printed gown ; 

I think I’m just as happy 
As girls who In^e in town. 

Fm joyous in the sunshine 
With birds and budding flowers. 

And in the daisy meadows, 

I pa^ the happy hours. 

I sit beside the brooklet. 

And dabble in, my feet ; 

While girls w ho live in cities, 

Just walk the dusty ^reet. 

And then, when day is ended, 

I watch the twinkling ^ais ; 

While girls who live in cities. 

Just gaze on — ^trofley cains. 

Mjes. B- J. H. GoooFmxow. 


THE JAPANESE DOEE. 


M y «3blly is a Japanese, 

AM win iM3t my her A B C% 
No matter Imw I coecsL aM ten^ 

TU: miagiity, naughty, 
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TBOUBLm 


A DELIGHTFUL CUSTOM. 

T he toji^y-turvy doctors have 
A very euriotis way ; 

They do not cure folks of their ills, 

But of their health, they say. 

For instance, w’hen a boy feels well, 

The dtxrtor he comes by 
And makes him stay at home from school, 
And dose himself with pie. 

And that is why, ’twixt you and me, 

An “ upsidowney ” I w<»uld be. 


BESSIE’S TROUBLES. 

(A little girl with four dolls.) 


T here once was a maiden 
Who lived long ago. 

She had so many dollies 
She didn’t know what to do. 


They’re the trouble of my life, you know. Gne 
doMk is all very well, but four are really^ too many 
for me to manage. I liave their hats to make, their 
stockings to mend, their clothes to wash, and it 
kee|3S me busy from morning till night. And they 
aren’t a bit grateful for it all. For if one isn’t into 
mkchkf the Mher is. Matilda Jane’s nc^ is broken ; 
Mary Ann's aimi is ocmiiiig off ; Belinda’s sawdu^ 
m mL da dear, dear, dmr f But, th^ I 

I’m sure I krve all very much, and I wouldn't 
|irt wifeJk them world. 



A BEUMMKR BOY. 
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TWO KITTENS. 


^^TXIDDLEKINS and Tidkins 
JL Were two mnghty kittens ; 
Wbo quarreled on a summer day, 
All about their mittens. 


Toddlekins said Tidkins 
Didn’t wash them clean ; 

And Tidkins said that Toddlekins 
Talked so very mean. 

Toddlekins scratched Tidkins 
In the middle his face ; 

And Tidkins chased poor Toddlekins 
All around the place. 

And as they tumbled over, 

Forgotten w^ere the mittens ; 

And Tidkins and young Toddlekins 
Were just two frisky kittens. 

Mrs. E. J. H. Gooi>i»mix>w. 


A DRUMMER BOY. 

(Boy witli dmin). 

T A-RATTA, ta-ratta, tum-tnm, tum-tiaiii, 

I have such a nk^ little drum, drum, drum ; 
I b^t it, I thump it, bum-bum, Imm-lmm, 

Now all the good peofde can h^ur I come. 
Ta-ratta, ta-mtta, ta-m, ta-ra, 

I think it ife nk« when I play to-^y. 

Mas. E. J. M. OooBFmjoow. 
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Wash dXt. 


PUSSY’S PICTURE. 

I A little boy or with slate and pencil, or with chiMig, 

standing a blackboard, sketching wkile talking. A cnrl^* 
ontline faintly sketched on the aiate or board conM be fc3u 
lowed, thus aMing interest to the recitation. Subject of tat 
picture sketch, a small child holding a caS 

I ’UU make a picture of puss and yun, 

If you’ll sit still ; so please now, do. 
Don’t make such factis ! Oh, don’t cry I 
Did puss5 scratch you on the sly ? 

Hold up her head and keep her so. 

There, that is good ! now you may go, 

For here’s the picture already done ; 

I think this kind of play is fun. 

I4Z2IB J. Rook. 


WASH DAY. 

(Several little girls with play washtubs.} 

W E are merry maidens sitting in a ring ; 

We’ve no time to play to-day, 
Though we gaily sing 
Rub-a-dub-dub, soapsuds and tubs, 

This is our washing day. 

We are busy maidens, 

Work*s the sweetest thing, 

Tbh is an we stay to say 
As we gaily sing 

Eub^-dulMliib, soapsuds and tubs» 
m mx w^hing day. 



A I^ATRIOTIC BOY. 




OH 1 

O H, what would people do 
Without the little Oh? 
i^'or everyhody says it 
UTterever they may go. 

When people bump their noses. 

Or evetJ stump a toe. 

How very much they’d suffer 

If they couldn’t cry out “ Oh ! ” 

It’s Oh ! when I am happy 
And Oh my ! when I’m sad. 
And Oh dear me ! when study 
Makes me so awful mad. 

When I go to the dentist’s 
I srmnd a frightful Oh ! 

And then when I am sleepy 
There is the gaping O — h ! 


A PATRIOTIC BOY. 

(A small hoy 'W'ith flag-) 

Y OU see I am a little boy. 

But I can wave a flag. 

And when the other boys all march 
I’m sure I do not lag. 

And when the others shout out loud. 
As loud as they , shout I ; 

I wave my flag and say. 

Hurrah, hurrah for Fourth o* July ! 

^£rs- is. J* H- 



JOIXY MAEOH. 




BEDTIME. 

D O you know 

Why the snow 

Is huny’in^ throiig^h the garden so ? 

Just to spread 
A nice soft bed 

For the sleepy little flowers’ head ; 

To cuddle up the baby ferns, and smooth the lily’s 
sheet, 

And tuck a warm white blanket down around the 
roses’ feet. 

Youth’s Companion, 


JOLTY MARCH. 


O F all the months, of all the year, 

I like old March the best ; 

He’s such a jolly gentleman— 

He takes no time to rest. 

He puffs and blows, and takes my kite. 
And carries it up high. 

Until it seems a tiny bird. 

Far in the deep blue sky. 

*Tis true he scmietim^ takes my hat, 

And tosses it away ; 

1^ I 4©ii’t cane a % for that — 
only 4om in play. 

l^Ezzm J. Rpm^ 



AT;r. UPSBT. 


97 


keeping store. 

(A little girl sitting on a small stoc^ in front of an op«a 
cli^. Various articles are arranged on the seat of 
chair.) 

I *M keeping store ; I’ve keaps of things, 

So please to come and buy, 

(M course, yon Med not pay for things. 

Before yon bny, yon try. 

I*ve lemonade to sdfl by sips, 

I’ve mint drops icr a |m. 

And here’s a lovely 
WMM needles sM in. 

Now, see this piece of castile soap, 

This candy for a cough ; 

And here’s a box of matches. 

But all the heads are off. 

I think I’ll bite this piece of cake. 

The lemcmade I’ll ^p, 

Aik! then I’ll take a little walk. 

The store I’U shut np. 

Mns. M. J. H. Oooi>^mjuam, 


AIX UPSET. 

O H dear, oh d^, I iend m 
My i^-a-pat ; 

Atid so I thiiik I’ll make a how. 

And leave yCM aiter ttat* 

Mss. 1& J. BL OmmmsMmm 



WHEN WZ GROW BIG, 


TWINS. 

Y OU see we’re almost just alike ; 

You must, of <y)urse, confess 
That you can’t tell us which is which, 
That you can only guess. 

But I can tell you, if I would. 

As easy as can be 
Whether it is that she is I, 

Or whether I am she. 

Mrs. K. J. H. Gooi>F:axxow. 


WHEN WE GROW BIG. 

(Concert piece . ) 


W E tiny tots must make our speech. 
We’ve just a word or two ; 

Foe boys and girls as ^nall as we 
Can vtary little do. 

Wmt little Mks, like little plants, 

Gmm laiigex day by day ; 

we**fe grown as big as yott, 

WeU Imwe to say. 

J. "SUOQVL 



THE BUMBIvE BEE. 


I SAW a little bumble bee 

As I walkiedl iu tbe garden 7 
He stung my thumb and never said, 
I humbly beg your pardon. 


So it was not a humble bee ; 

Ycm see it was a bumble, 

Eot bumble l>ee’s I"m very sure 
Are never very humble. 

Msts- E. J. H. Oooi>fhi4^. 


my rihe. 

in a hammod: 

To take a ; 

1*11 go up as high as the sky, saM I, 
1*11 peep in the ck>uds 
iOBries live. 

And lii^ FH ^y. 

So backward lOEid iocwai^ 

I swung so high* 

Fm almost there, I 

I wffl mmm see the stmns — 

Arid so 1 did, 

For I lauded on top erf my 

E. J. H. 



THK THAT 3LAUGHS. 


IF I WERE YOU. 

I F I were you, and went to school, 
rd never break the smallest rule; 
And it should be my teacher^s joy 
To say she had no better boy. 

And ’twould be true, 

If I were you. 

If I were you, I’d always tell 
The truth, no matter what befell ; 

For two things only I d^pise — 

A coward heart and telling lies ; 

And you would, too. 

If I were you. 


THE BOY THAT LAUGHS. 

I KNOW a funny little boy, 

The happi^ ever bom ; 

His face is like a beam of joy, 

Although his clothes mt tcra. 

I him tumble on his nose. 

And waited for a groan ; 

But how he I Do you suppose 

He struck his funny boiHS ? 

Ho inatfcer how the day may go ; 

You canmst; make him cry ; 

worth a do^n boys I kEKm-, 

Who fotife, amd wipe, ajad 

"IQuoaOB Coc^W. 



Entertddnmeiit Book^ 

FOR YOUNG PEOPLE 


Tiny Tofx SpeaJker 

UsM J. Rook E. J. H . Goo^Mkrir 

F®r tlw We» Ones 

The ft©e<l of m #f short, briptbt pleees for the little ones to 
fp»is.k i» »pi«.reiit to e¥cry oae who hms hatl aisythmg to <Jo with 
getting wp eiiteftainineiitii. This hook contains over l.H) pieces 
maglng from fonr lines to a jmge in length, all fr«h anil specially 
siiitol to the yoangesfc chi Wren. The subjects are each m pli»» 
the little folks, and are wrought into msj pr«« and wwm. 

Paper binding, 15 cents ; boards, 25 cents. 

Child V Own Speaker 

Bjr E. C. e L. Rook 

For Children of Six Y«»r8 

This collection oomprises over H'lU selections consisting ©f Beel- 
toMons, Motitjii Songs, Concert Pieces, Dmlognen, awl Tableaux. 
Mii#t of them have lM»n written apecWly for this tKisok and a» 
Qiilte unique and novel in their arrangeineBt. The Sttbji«t« are 
such m delight the infantile mind, and the laiigaage, while 
horoiigidy childlike, i# not childish. Only saeh pieew have 
jmm nseil as et>iitain some thought worthy of being remembered. 

Paper Mwiing, lo cents ; boards, 25 eeiite. 

Little PeopleV Speaker 

!• W. 

For ChiMren of Mine Year* 

The book «>mpiiie* ll!6> pages of choice pieces in prow »»d 
vewft adaptiCtl to ehiliilit>^sl. It contolns m itiinibi*r of bright an# 
attractive Recitations, Motion itea|ES,Coi»ert Ilccitatloiw, Ifoliilay 
Eierci^aes, and atlrrinf Temperance and Ftatrifitk Ploe«»». All the 
ttlectioB# are new, m nnmtscr of them bdng spwimlly wrlltifn §w 
this work, and other* appmeing for the first ia book fe.». 

bindimf, 15 centt; hoards, 25 cc^. 

imt nofii 

^SS$ Aecit 



Mntertaisment Books for Toanji BeopJo 

Young PeopleV Speaker 

By E. C. O L. J. Rook 

For Children of Twelve Year® 

Almost every prominent author has written some good thin,R» 
f<^r young people. The choicest bits in prose and verse from I^tig- 
fellow, Holmes, Dickens, T. Buchanan Read, Busan Coolidge, Ella 
Wheeler Wilcox, and other note<l writers have been given a plaf»e 
in this volume. It would l>e difficult to find another collection of 
Idd page^ .so replete with short, bright, cheery recitations, no ap- 
propriate to young persons, and suited to all occasions. 

Paper binding, 15 cents; boards, 25 cents. 

Young Folks’ Recitation.^ 

By Mrs. J. W. SlioemeJc^ 

For Young People of Fifteen Year* 

The book is made npof short recitations in prose and po^ry 
carefully »ele€Jte<l from the productions of the best writers for young 
people. While innocent humor and quaint philiwophy occupy a 
prominent place. Hie general hme cif Ife# book, is iiiieh 'm to 
the youthful mimi with a love of country and of truth, ami fo cul- 
tivate greater ptirity of heart and mddlity of clianuder. The eoii- 
eladii'ig page# contain a few short dialogues and tableaux. 

Paper blfwiliig, 15 cents ; boards, 25 ct>nts. 

Little People’s DiaJogue.r 

By Clam J. DentcMU 

For Children of Ten Years 

The dialogues were prcparwl especially for this book and ;^)ss« 
8 frfwhnets seldom found in publications of this class. Many of 
them are characterized by a novelty and originality that place 
them far alwve the average prmiuction of this kind. The staging 
and are of the simplest character and arc bo fully «Ie- 

make the task preparation quite easy, even for 
the novice. Provision has been made for all occasions ^atm-emo- 
latiiif ipccial day* scMons. 

Biper binding, cents ; fo<mr«ls, 4ti cents. 

TOE mifU PUBLISHING CX>MPANY 

103 Ardh Sttoety Philadeliddaa 



MntertBjtameMt JSooJfes for Yonm£ People 

Yotm^ Folks* Di&lo^ue^ 

Ey Clidarlekr C» Sl&oenal^ 

For Tftmng People of Fifteen Years 

Plalofnei readered by yooBg people are always enjoyable, Wing 
rrllilitti by the parents and friemls as well as by tiie yootbfiil 
I>#*rfi>rmer8tlieiiisel¥e». This bixvk of liialognes, whoh^iiie iu tone, 
jet st|«irkllng with wit and fhll of nnexpeeteii and novel Bitiiatioiw, 
wipplies Just the material nee«led. LiIwtsI provision has been 
iimde for anniversary oeeiisions, and for clinreh, «hool, and liome 
entertainmentB, All the matter has lM*en written especially for 
this work. 

Paper binding, 25 cents ; lioards, 40 cents. 


Yotm^ Folks* £ntertammetit.r 

By E. C. ^ J. Rook 

For Children from Five to Fifteen Years 

The eoMtaat demand Is for something new and origiiml for 
School and Home Enterlainineiits. The aalhors, from a large 
experience, have pre^red a Ixmk that exactly meets this want. 
Novelty and variety mark everj’ page. Pialognes, Tableaux, 
Hotbm Songs, Drills, Shadows, rhamdei in Pantomime, and 
Motion Eecitations in Concert represent some of the divisions of 
the fw>k. All are wiapted to the common school stage and 
rcQiiire but little costiiine and few properties. Everything Is 
original and written especially tor this work. 

Paper binding, 35 cents-; Iwanli, 40 e«al». 

E^asy Fntertammenty fo€ 

Yotm^ People 


and besntitol saeii«. The Carnival of Sports, The Co«rt of the 
Year, Courting of Mother Goose, Tice Term, The Saiggl« Family, 
My Coaniry, and Pr, Cnfe-AII are the lilies of the »evca interr- 


ing entertaiattienls tj-f which this hcNi*k I* compiwed. The »l»fe 
lettings art* simple and but little In the way of pwiper- 

tiet, #r owtame# is 
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M&tertRiMment JBooJks for Toang People 


Drills and Meo^ches 

By IX. C. 1 ^. J. Rook 

No form of eHtertainmeiat liaa intrenched itself more stroni^ly in 
popular favor than Drills and Marches. The authora, with a long 
and siiccessfiil experience in srrangingpnblicentertaiiimeot8,coiBt 
with sj^eial fitn» to their task of writing a book of new *iii 
attractive exercises. The following titles of drills may prove sug- 
gestive : The Broom, Fan, Tandwmrine, lTnil»reIla, Hoop, Waiter, 
Doll, Little Patriots, etc. Pull explanations accompany each 
drill, so that even in the hands of an inexperienced teacher the 
entertainment will prove a success. 

Paper binding, 25 cents ; Imanls, cents. 

Ideza DrilLr 

By W. Morfmi 

This book wntains a collection of entirely new and original 
drills, into which are introdneed many unique and effective 
features* The flilfest dwciiptlons are given for the snccewfnl pro- 
dectfon of tlw drills, aiiwl to this e»i nearly d^pwas have 
been Inserted showing the different movements. Everytliing is 
matfleiio clear that anyone can use the ilrills vvithout the slightest 
difficaltj. Among the more popular ami pleasing drills are : The 
Brownie, Taper, Mayimlc, RainlHnw, Dumb-lndl, ButterlIy,Bw©rd, 
Flower, Bing, Bcarf, Flag, and Swing Song and Drill. 

Pap«r binding, M cents ; cloth, 50 cents. 
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Htimorotis Si>eakers Dialogues 

BOOKS FOR HOLIDAYS AliD SONDAY- 
SCHCK>LS. TABLEAUX. MOHOLC^OES, ETC. 

Good Humor 

By Hemy FlrBi Wood 

For Rea<lii3]|^ aod Recitation 

Tker® ii bo better way of ©OBtribBtiii^ to tbo amtisement and 
tujoyiaeiit of a piiblie aadienee or of the soela! eirele than by 
telling a aneeiiote or renilering some fiiiiiMtrens reollatioa. 
Tiiii voiiime will fiirais^b an aimndant gnpply of The r«d- 

tatloii, “ C*a»y at the Bat,” made famotin by the eelebratetl coiiie- 
diati, BeWolf HopiK"r. is among tliepieees. This «%<deetioii alone 
will l»e wnsiilereil by many as worth the cost of the hook. 

Paper Mndmg, 38 cents ; clotli, SO 

Choice Htimcw 

For Reading and Recitatioii 

To prepare a book of humor that shall be free from anythlBg 
that is coarse or vulijar on the one hand, and av*>ld what Ij* iat and 
insipid m\ the other, is the diMcnit task which the compiler set for 
liimself, and wfetcli be has sniseesiftilly awomplkhod. The Iniok 
has.bt.'eB prepare#! with the Btim#n care, and It will I* found as 
interesting and altraetlv'e for private resillBg as It it valaabk for 
public entertainment. 

Paper bimlmg, 3<* cents ; cloth, .W cents. 

Choice Dialect 

By Oia^^eur CL SIfeDcm&Jkar 

For Reading and Rceltatlott 

This book will Ise foaiid to coiiiaiii a mre wwi valnaMe eollfc- 
tioiiof Irish, tfcrmaii, Hc*»teh, Freach, Negro, a»i other 
anil ti# represent every pbw of liaent from the kecMt ImiBiir 
or the tefiflcwst pathm t*> that wlilch is stpmgly dramatir. It 
miiwil* to the afiiatenr reader ami the profwloi»! ehwBtlofifct ibc 
lafp*st WMipe for !ii» varied abilities, aad Is cnilrely fr#«ftv«»iiy- 
Itiliif that woo III offesMl the sm^st refiiml taste. 

Paper biiiilliog, I# ©eiiis ; cloth, Sd ccBte. 

TOE FEMU WBLISHIlfCS CDKRAHY 
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Choice Dialo;^es 

By Mr^. J. W. Shoem^Jk^r 

For School and Social Bntertaiziinent 

Entirely new md original. The topiw have been arranged op a 
comprehensive plan, with reference to secnring the greatest p<icm* 
ble variety, and the matter Has been specially prepare<i by a eorpi 
of able writers, their aim being to secure loftiness of conceptloia, 
purity of tone, and adaptability to the neetls of amateurs. It is an 
all-round dialogue IwMik, being suited to children and adults, and 
to Sunday-schools and day-i^hools. It is conceded to be one of the 
b«t dialogue books in print. 

Taper binding, 3«) cents ; cloth, 60 cents. 

Humorous Dialogues and Dramas 

By Cli&ries./’ C« Shoemaicer 

If there is anything more enjoyable than a humorous riding or 
reeitatlon it is a keen, pointed, hnmorous dialogue. The compiler, 
with the iarg «ifc resonree# and widest expcriene® m litemture for 
enterialnntent pwsM^a, one of the rareid, briflt^, 

joiil«t books of mirth-provoking dSalognw ever pablhhwl. Much 
of the matter was preparetl pMp'cially for this work. The dialogue* 
aw adapted to old and young of iMsth sexes, and while often keenly 
witty, mm wholly fri^e from coarseiiehs and vulgarity. 

Paper Miidlng, centn; cloth, 60 cents. 

Classic Dialogues and Dramas 

By Mr.r. J* W. ShoemaJcer 

Tilts iiai«iue work will prf*ve not only interesting and proitable 
for parp«€*s of public and social entertainment, but also instruct^ 
ive and valiialde for private reading and study. The book com- 
pr|j^ |M>palar scenes Judiciomdy selecteii from thepaysof Shakes- 
p^ie, j^,lieridaB, Bnlwer, Hfehiller, and other dramatists, and each 
illiiliigiie l» m arrtnfwl »» to l>e complete in itself. Many 4>f the 
way given as mu!ing«or iwdtals, and will prove 
to atiflieiice* of the highest culture and reinemeat. 
f^ptr bWiiif , cents ; cloth, Bfl cents. 
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X>iaI&gUii JBoo-:ks 


Sterling DiaJogues 

By WilH&ra M. Clazk 

Tfe« «llali>gii« compriHini!' this voluiBe have l>©en eliftsen from a 
large store €»f iiiaterial. The centrihiitiims are frimi the pen* «f 
tli« iiMWl; writers isi this field of literature, aad the tuples are 

varieil ami eompreheBslv© that they are reailily adapti^i to the 
B«ls #»f Aeatieittia?, a»«i Literary ^^cxjleties. They are 

t^l»eeialiy siiiteil for Boelal Oatiieriags aiii! Home AmEseioeiit, as 
tlieHtagiug nMiiiireti i» siiiipfo and ea^ly idjtained. 

Paiwfr idnding, tUI cents ; cloth, *W cents. 


Model Dialogues 

By VraBaan M. CUrfc 

The dial*^«w eomprliing this collation have been eontrihnted 
by over thirty «»f Anaerl«*» writora in this field of literature. 

They represent eveiy variety of sentiment and emotion, fn>iii the 
extremely hnirioroiis to the pathetic. Every dialogue is full of life 
and action; tlie ure w«'!l fhosi-n, and are s«> variwlasto 

wilt all grades of performers. The is especially m»laf»tetl for 
StdicMjl Exhibitions, iitemry Boeleties, and Snntlay-sehcM’d and 
Social Gathering, 

Fmjwsr hi inling, eente ; cloth, 5i'* cents. 


Standard Dialogues 

By Rev. Ahnmmdec Cleok, iL M» 

The anthoEs Bsme ^ & gttamnty of the oxcellenee of this bfwk. 
Hi» long ex i^rieaee M a lecturer Iwfore Teachers" Instiiotei^aBtl 
Ilk ch^ stmily «>f the teachers'’ neetls. Itk lolly ideals of edoeatloii 
aaii id life, his refinemciit of tete, diversity of atlaininent, and 
versatility of expression, all eomhlne to iinallfy him In aa eminent 
f*w the pre|mralh«i of «iieh a wulmmm, Fov kdli twlivf 
»B*I entertainer this foaik ha** special poinlt of teerll, «« the <li*- 
lof ii« are liiterwitlBR m well m imitrncilve. 
i^per Mmliiig, cents ; eioth, cents. 
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Schoolday Dialogues 

By Rer. Alexand^ Clark* A. M, 

Tliis book of dialogues^ prepared for in School Enter- 
teiniHcnti, famishes great diversity of sentiment and diction. 
Althongh for the most part ©omposiM! itf serious or pathetic 
matter, there will !>e found many hiimoroiiH dialogues and miirli 
goofi material for the little folks, as wcdf as for the cdder mien. 
The staging and costuming are of the simplest character, and are 
K€> fully descrihed an to make the task of prt,*f>aratiou t|uite ea*f » 
even for the novice. 

Paper binding, 3d cents ; cloth, frf) cents. 

Popular Dialogues 

By Pluiie 2 KS Garrett 

The authoPs large experience in the Entertainmentand Amuse- 
ment field has qualified him for the preparation of a book of 
unusual merit. No work of thin kind more fully meets the popu- 
lar demand for interaiting and refineil entertainment. In this 
colieetion will be found dialoguea to miit every" oowMsion, either ‘for 
public entertainment or for a wndnl evening at h»>iiie. Hiinn>r and 
paih«>» are pleasauitly blemlcd, smd provision is made for the 
wants of the young and the old, the grave ami the gay, theexjjc- 
rkficed and the inex|>erienee<l. 

Paper binding, 30 cents ; cloth, r>4> cents. 

Excelsior Dialt^ues 

By Garrett 

Thli book is eoiiipow*<l of original dialogues and wlloquies 
licflgned for studenti in Sclm^ds and Actuhmies, and preparel 
mpwemlf for this work by a corps of professional teaeliera and 
writer*. Comedy and tragedy are pr«»vidtHl in due pri>portloii, 
and the moral tone of the work is of the highest order. Tniehers 
will here find fait Ihe material for which they have been st^artdo 
iiff, with plot enough to hedd the attention and that 

will eitfusand the Iwt efforts of the older pupils. 

Paper biiidiiig, M cents; cloth, SO i^nte. 
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E^ureka Entertaimnetits 

The title of thii Tolume in a iiiifftlieli tlie character of 

itecoatenls. Tlie weary iseareher after material for any kliiti of 
entertainmtBt will, ui^m examioatloa ©f this at ©nee 

rsctaiiii, “I have foiia«l it/* Found jii»t what is wanted for iimj 
I n ilay-swlpwd, Sunday-fehtJrtd, at ehiin^h teas, anti otlier 

feitivmli, for |»rlor or llrt^ide amasemeiit. in fact, for ail kimfe of 
ieli«#l or home, pH Idle or private eatertaiiiiiienU. The work is 
charaeteriiie^l by frmhmM and orij^iaaliiy throiighoal. 

P»l>er Mading, 30 €cat#i ; cloth, 50 cento. 

Holiday Selections 

By Itica 

For Readisig:s aad Recitations 

The seleetioas in this volume are lulapted to all the difereat 
holidays of the year, aud are cl»iie»i awo-rdiuKly. Fully half of 
the pl# 0 f» are for but auipk provlsioa k alw> made for 

Mew TmrX Si. Valentine*® Day, Waj^hlngton’i Birthday, &u^€r, 
Arl>or Day, Decoration Day, Fourth of July, and Thaiikfglvlug. 
The pieces are unusually bright, and the variety under each holi- 
day will afford the fultot opportunity for a mtii&tsi&rj ©hol«; 
the older sludeuto and tlie little ones alike will find soeietMug 
suite*! to their differwat. degrees of ability. 

Paper biuding, M cento ; cloth, 50 ecata 

Holiday Entertainments 

By Chaxl^ C. ^lOMtakw 

Abnoliitely new atid original. There arc few thing* wore 
lar ilurlug Itic holhJay semim thm^ Euiertalaitieiito and Exiilld- 
lions, and there i» icaiwl j anything HM*rc dlfficuli t« prooire tliaa 
iirw and meritorious maleiiai appropriate fi>r such ttc«ask»fis* 
Tills l«,»k Is mad© up of short drswiw, dlsili^gae*, 
weitalkms, etc., iiitrodueiag many sovel feslmw tlial gif'# the 
splee aad sparkle »*> desirable for such oemsions. It is »d»|rtwi 4# 
the fell ro«ii4l of holidays, coatalniug wpedally pw^frf 

for Chriftaias, Mew Year**, Waidjlngton’s Birthday, &st«r, 
ratioa Day, Fourth of July, and Thauksglviiif , 

Paper binding, ^ ©tato; cloth, 50 cento, 
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Select Speeches for I>eclamatioa 

By John H. Bechtel 

This hook cont&lBB a large n»mlwr of short piwe pi©e«i 
ch«wen from the wiitem speakera of all &gm 

nations^ anti admirably adapted fur use by college men. Only the 
%^ery from a large store of choice material, was selected for 
till# work. The names of Demosthenes, Livy, Kossuth. Boiia- 
Chatham, Burke, Macaulay, Hugo, Gladstone, Waahingloii, 

Garfield, Harrison, Weljster, Everett, Phillips, Curtis, 
Blaine, Beecher, Grady, Cleveland, McKinley, and Depew may 
mrre to suggest the standard of the selections. 

P^per binding, W cents ; cloth, 50 cento. 

Temperaoice Selections 

By Jolia H. Bedhtdi 

For Readings and Recitationa 

iwlwtions have been taken from the utteran'Ces of pulph. 
orators, fhoni the speeches of political leaders, and from the |»cns 
of gifted poete. They depict the life of the dninkard, point ou 
the first twinning* of vice, and illustrate the growth of th# inthi't, 
m one cap after another is sipped amid the phmsures and gayeti«i 
of aocial life. This volume appeals to human intelligence, and 
speaks words of truth and wisdom that cannot l»e gainsaid. 

Paper binding, 3b cents ; cloth, 50 cents. 

Stmday-School Selections 

By Jdtou H. Bedybel 
For Readings and Recitations 

This volume contains about 15b selectiunn of unusual merit. 
Among them something will be found adapted to every ooc»i<i» 
and coiidlllim where a choice reading or recitation may wante^l. 
ftttitable proviiion ha* l*iee« mmle for the Church Soetol, the Su»- 
day-^liftol Concert, Teachers^ Gatherings, Christian Eail«?»r 
AnnivewttT occasions, and every a«»mblage of a relig- 
Mm «r spirflaal character. Besides ito value tor rmdinfs and 
wftetloia, tit pwfor will find much In it to adorn hi* wrnioii, 
«»d the stt^riatendent pointo by whtoh to illustrate the Sunday- 

Pkper hindiiuf , ^ cento ; doUk, 50 cento. 
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Stmday'School Entertainments 

All new and ©riglnmL The <l«isswid fm a #f plfca^ing m*l 
appTOprm'te entertidiiint^nis i» tier# SBf plied. Tlie 

mtMm are largely In the nature *>f taldeanx, reclta- 

Hotti, enaeert pleees, mntlon 4raiiiatlxetl Bllile utorirf , »»*! 

txtreises, all kaiedl npnn or il!ii*«tratiBg wrume Blidieal 
tmtb. Speeial care hm Men taken to make proTid#® fur tweh 
occasions as Chriitmas, New Year^i, E»ter, Titaiik^girinf. *»*! 
the fall round of oelehratioffii^ » that m time or st^aaon i» with- 
out a tnbjwst. 

Paper hindiiif » M etnti ; cloth, 5^ cents. 

» 

Tableaux. Charades, osB Pantomimes 

This attractlv'e Tolwme is adapted alike to Farkir Eiitertain- 
mente, Qthml and Chareh ExkIMteia* »»i for « on the Amateur 

Stage. ThedepartmontofTahleiinxisnawaalljcoiiiplele, Only 

rach mium a» can h« prwiuoed with the mmWagi nniatfer of 
aasiliariea have been seleetei'i. Tablfanx, with rwwllngi Urom 
M.uilwt’s, f<>nn a \ery at*nietr«e frature, fa** do alwi tho 
atatimry scenes. The irior'Tf«wt%6-^^ msliargwi by lJb« 

addition of a iiiim1>er of new and original cliaradei, which add 
gsmitf to the altracfcivea«» of the hook. 

Faper hinding , 3d eentoi ; cloth, mnU, 


School and Parlor Commies 

Br a L. C. Griffith 

The ilalofiic i« » spl-flkd that the lines almost play tiienwlvw, 
i» thal the plays are sure to be acceptahle even in the hafttfci of 
only folrly c<!nn|wteiit perforasera. The sitnatw®# ar# 
and the plots are stieh m command the asteiilloii t¥i mm mwlkiM* at 
,&m- outlet an«l hold It anlll the lai^ lijie m given. The filayt liiitr 
wiilely in chameter. thus alfortllng an nansaal variety, flic 
«eii€ry r^pited in any initatsce If not difficult m»l Miy ^ i«ily 
armiif ed Ik the claw rmm or la the prif ate |wrl©r. 
paper binding, 3i cento ; cloth, 30 «at». 
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Momol&gaes PuMie^Spe^img. 

Monologues onB Novelties 

By B. L. C. Griffilfa 

In aiciition to the large numl)er of new and original monologaii^ 
in this book, it eontaiiia also a large oollection of other ffealtirw-^' 
sttch, for instanee, as a Shadow Pantomime, a Chinew W«Ming^ 
a Recitation with i«won IIel 4 ;», a Play, a Monologue in Panto* 
mime, etc. The entertainments vary in length from ive t« 
twenfcy.fi ve minutes, and are all of a high order of excellence. Tlit 
book is brim fttU of the choicest and most artistic forms, of ealer*- 
tai ament. 

Paper binding, 30 cents; cloth, fiO cents. 

How to Become a Public Speaks 

By WBHarn I^^iger 

This work shows in a simple and concise way how any periOi^, 
©f ordinary perseverance and good <^mmon sense may bw>me & 
ready and efective public apwlcef, lie ia hmas direeted how to 
gather tfeoughte, how to arma,ge tht» to the h«t itod 

how to imm mMiwmk &m U to«i' 

timidity, how to secure iawa.a.riil Hwan^ language, and how to 
acqaire sack a mastery of toe arts of the orator as will give him 
confidence and power. 

Paper Mading, M cents ; cloth, 50 cents 
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